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CHAPTER  1.  , 

Sport  for  Desperadoes. 

In  one  of  the  'most  inaccessible  parts 
of  New  Mexico,  yet  not  far  from  Santa 
Fe,  a  small  cluster  of  adobe  buildings 
sheltered  a  score  of  the  worst  ruffians 
in  the  Territory.  Their  captain,  owing 
to  the  ease  with  which  he  invariably 
escaped  the  long  arm  of  the  law,  had 
long  ago  received  the  nickname  of 
Grasshopper  Bill. 

Grasshopper  Bill’s  chief  claim  tO'  the 
respect  and  fear  of  his  fellow-outlaws 
lay  in  his  prowess  with  rifle  and  revol¬ 
ver,  for  he  was  certainly  a  dead  shot. 

A  species  of  grim  humour  had  led  the 
rascals  to  dub  their  principal  building 

Cutthroat  Hall,”  and  this  suggestive 
sign,  painted  in  vermilion  letters  upon 
a  dirty-white  background,  confronted 
every  traveller  whom  ill-chance  led  to 
the  threshold  of  that  particular  shanty. 

One  afternoon  half  a  dozen  men,  in¬ 
cluding  Grasshopper  Bill  himself,  fore¬ 
gathered  in  the  saloon  expiressly  to  kill 
time  with  a  greasy  pack  of  duplicated 
cards  and  a  pair  of  loaded  dice. 

The  bar-tender  supplied  his  guests 
liberally  with  cocktails  to  suit  their 
various  tastes,  and  then  took  care  to 
watch  the  progress  of  the  game  from 
the  neighbourhood  of  the  door.  Experi¬ 
ence  had  taught  him  that  a  half-inch 
deal  counter  was  not  enough  shelter  for 
onlooker  when  little  differences  of 
opinion  among  the  players  resulted  in 
a  generous  exchange  of  pistol-shots. 

The  game  proceeded  amid  much  pro¬ 
fanity,  and  ominous  signs  of  discord 
arose  when  one  of  the  players  appeared 
to  be  winning  heavily. 

Tne  bar-tender  began  to  whistle 
softly  and  keep  his  eyes  fixed  on  Grass¬ 
hopper  Bill,  for  he  saw  what  was 


coming.  The  successful  plaj^p 
trapper  named  .Slug  Seven,  ‘w^o 
uncertain  intervals  would  visit  ^ne 
adobe  town,  where  he  might  always 
reckon  on  congenial  company.  ^  . 

Reckon  you’ve  got  kind  o’  practised 
out  West,  pard,”  remarked  Grasshopper 
Bill,  fixing  ferrety  orbs  on  the  man. 

^^Waal,  now,  boss,  it  fair  riles  me  ter 
see  them  dollar  notes  looking  sort  o’ 
innercent,  as  if  they  warn’t  no  more 
than  dirt,”  replied  Slug  Seven,  serenely 
planting  his  elbows  on  the  rough  table. 

A  big  soar  on  Grasshopper  Bill’s  right 
cheek  burned  an  ugly  colour.  It  was  a 
danger  signal.  The  other  men  dropped 
their  cards  and  leaned  back. 

‘‘Guess  it’s  time  fer  milking,”  said 
Slug  Seven,  with  a  careless  laugh. 

His  left  hand  w'ent  down  to  his  belt 
so  did  Grasshopper  Bill’s. 

“’Bout  time,  pard,”  remarked  the 
latter  rogue  complacently. 

For  a  minute  or  two  the  men  sat 
facing  eaeh  other,  each  with  a  smile 
lurking  about  the  corners  of  his  mouth 
and  murder  in  his  heart. 

“When  you’ve  done,  pards,  we’ll  look 
slippery  with  the  game,”  said  one  of 
the  players;  then,  turning  to  the  bar¬ 
tender,  he  demanded  to  know  what 
he  .meant  by  skulking  round  the  door 
while  the  gentlemen  were  waiting  for 
fresh  cocktails. 

Before  the  unlucky  bar-tender  could 
offer  a  reply  a  couple  of  shots  in  rapid 
succession  broke  the  spell.  These  were 
followed  by  a'  lively  fusillade,  fierce 
oaths,  and  then  a  pause. 

Neither  Grasshopper  Bill  nor  Slug 
Seven  had  been  hit,  but  at  one  and  the 
same  moment  their  attention  had  been 
diverted  te  a  stranger  who  had  pulled 
up  outside  the  shanty.  He  had  ridden 
up  just  as  the  trouble  began,  and  was 
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a  persori  w^ll  over  six  feet  in  Iheight, 
with  a  slender  forin,  but  athletic,  broad 
shoulders.  His  face  was  singularly 
handsome  and  I’efined,  while  his  bearing 
bespoke  the  gentleman.  He  was  clad 
like  a  clergyman,  and  carried  no 
.weapons  that  could  be  seen. 

“  Gunning  'again,  boys.^’’  he  cried,  in 
a  clear,  ringing  voice  as  he  glanced 
through  the  open  door.  “Why  don’t 
you  drop  that  sort  of  thing?  It’s  a 
fool’s  game.” 

Grasshopper  Bill,  forgetting  his  quar¬ 
rel  with  Slug  Seven,  turned  to  the 
latter  with  a  puzzled  expression. 

“Guess  this  ain’t  usual,”  he  blurted 
out.  “Take  me  for  a  mutton-headed 
cayuse  if  it  ain’t  a  parson!” 

“Say,  he’ll  make  good  sport,”  the 
trapper  chuckled  grimly. 

A  significant  look  passed  between  him¬ 
self  and  Grasshopper  Bill. 

“Come  right  in,  stranger,”  the  latter 
shouted.  “I  reckon  that  beast  of  yours 
wants, a  rest.” 

“Thank  you;  a  drink  of  cool,  clear 
water  will  do  the  poor  brute*  good.  I’ll 
fasten  up  here,*”  and  so  saying,  the 
newcomer  dismounted  and,  with  the 
assistance  of  the  wondering  bar-tender, 
tethered  the  animal  to  one  of  the  rings 
let  into  the  shanty  for  that  purpose. 

Meanwhile  the  six  desperadoes  re¬ 
seated  themselves. 

“  Let  the  chips  stay  on  the  board, 
pards,”  whispered  Grasshopper  Bill ; 
“we’ll  get  the  mugwump  ter  shell  out. 
Leave  him  clean  and  dry,  thet’s  the 
game.  And  if  he  starts  the  long  tongue 
we’ll  raise  Cain.  It  ain’t  often  a  par¬ 
son  comes  ter  Cutthroat  Hall.” 

A  loud  burst  of  laughter  greeted  this 
sially,  but  the  stranger  apparently  over¬ 
heard  a  portion  of  this  remark. 

“In  which  case,  gentlemen,”  he  ob¬ 
served,  as  he  strode  briskly  over  the 
threshold,  “I  must  ask  you  first,  as  a 
matter  of  convenience,  to  put  aside 
those  dangerous  weapons.  If  you  care 
to  do  so,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  keep 
you  company  for  a  little  while.  Other¬ 
wise - ” 

He  broke  off  significantly,  and  calmly 
eyed  the  six  nonplussed  ruffians.  There 
was  just  the  suspicion  of  a  smile  at  the 
corners  of  his  fine  mouth. 

“Mebbe  you’ll  start  the  game,  boss?” 


observed  iSlug  Seven,  with  a  meaning 
glance  to  his  comrades. 

“I  carry  no  weapons,  if  that  is  what 
you  mean,”  declared  the  stranger. 

“Then  I  guess  you  ain’t  been  in  this 
part  before,”  put  in  one  of  the  six. 

“No.  I  came  from  Santa  Fe.  My 
name  is  Alec  Kingston.” 

“A  parson?”  insinuated  Grasshopper 
Bill,  in  a  note  of  contempt. 

“Yes,  a  parson,”  replied  the  other. 

'  Though  he  said  no  more,  the  men 
were  uncomfortably  aware  that  he  was 
waiting  for  them  to  comply  with  his 
request.  They  looked  questioningly 
towards  Grasshopper  Bill,  and  that 
worthy,  finding  he  would  have  to  take 
the  initiative,  made  a  significant  ges¬ 
ture,  and  in  a  moment  his  companions, 
following  his  example,  placed  their 
shooting-irons  on  the  counter  behind. 

“Guess,  stranger,  you’d  sooner  have 
a  bowl  o’  milk  than  whisky  straight?” 
sneered  Slug  Seven. 

“Thank  you,  I  would.” 

At  the  request  of  Grasshopper  Bill  the 
bar-tender  came  forward  and  placed  a 
stool  at  the  head  of  the  table  for  the 
newcomer,  who  thus  was  seated  with 
his  back  to  the  bar.  His  arrival  had 
already  created  a  good  deal  of  excite^ 
ment  in  the  settlement,  bringing  nearly 
a  dozen  more  choice  ruffians  up  to  the 
scratch.  They  stallfed  into  the  saloon 
with  looks  of  wonder  when  they  took  in 
the  situation,  which,  from  their  point 
of  view,  was  certainly  startling. 

Not  only  were  Grasshopper  Bill  and 
his  colleagues  unarmed,  but  they  were 
actually  engaged  in  fleecing,  or  at  any 
rate  attempting  tO'  fleece,  the  stranger- 
clergymian  at  poker. 

For  a  while  the  bar-tender  was  kept 
pretty  busy  in  supplying  liquor  for  all, 
but  presently,  at  a  sign  from  Grass¬ 
hopper  Bill,  he  fixed  his  attention  on 

the  game.  ,  j 

In  order  to  egg .  on  the  Keverencl 
Alexander  Kingston,  the  boys  had  al¬ 
lowed  him  to  win  uninterruptedly, 
'which  was  not  difficult,  seeing  the  cards 
were  manipulated  in  such  manner  as  to 
ensure  that  he  had  a  good  show.  He 
seemed  to  enter  thoroughly,  though 
quietly,  into  the  spirit  of  the  game,  but 
whether  he  suspected  the  ulterior  pur¬ 
pose  of  the  players  no  one  could  say. 
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At  last  oamie  a  pause,  more  refresh- 
nients  were  provided,  a,nd,  amid  many 
winks  and  nods  and  a  good  deal  of 
coarse  banter,  the  final  game  began. 

The  young  clergyman  raked  more 
dollars  into  his  already  considerable 
pile.  He  played  so'  well  that  his  oppo¬ 
nents  began  to  eye  each  other  uneasily. 

Twoi  or  three  of  the  onlookers  deemed 
it  time  toi  distraict  his  attention  with 
sandwiches  and  a  fresh  supply  of  milk. 
He  accepted  these  attentions  with  a 
quiet  courtesy  which  wholly  disconcer¬ 
ted  the  rascals. 

Meanwhile,  the  bar-tender  signalled 
that  the  victim’s  hand  held  “fours.” 

Quick  as  a  flash  Grasshopper  Bill 
slipped  a  sixth  card  into  the  reverend 
gentleman’s  hand  while  the  latter’s 
attention  was  concentrated  on. a  rascal 
who  had  made  an  ineffectual  attempt 
bo  annex  a  portion  of  his  winnings. 

A  grim  smile  went  round  the  board, 
for  all  knew  that  the  additional  card 
would  nullify  their  victim’s  hand.  In 
order,  however,  to  conceal  their  gratifi¬ 
cation  and  to  further  their  subtle  pur¬ 
pose,  Grasshopper  Bill  made  a  signifi¬ 
cant  gesture  to  a,  pair  of  rogues  by  the 
door.  Instantly  the  latter  developed  a 
violent  quarrel,  and  it  looked  as  if 
blood  would  be  shed. 

The  young  parson  raised  his  voice 
deprecatingly  what  time  he  qiiietiy 
munched  a  huge  sandwich. 

The  bar-tender  gesticulated  in  a  wild 
fashion  behind  him,  but  no  one  seemed 
to  notice. 

Peace  was  restored  as  the  Rev.  King¬ 
ston  finished  eating,  and  he  smiled  geni¬ 
ally  on  thei  expectant  sharpers. 

“Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  for  a  'very 
pleasant  and  profitable  half-hour,^'  he 
said,  rising  from  the  table,  and  at  the 
same  time  placing  his  own  original  cards 
upon  the  board.  “I  hold  the  top  hand 
and  talie  the  stakes.” 

Deliberately  he  bent  over  and  swept 
the  board  clean  of  every  coin  and 
dollar-bill,  cramming  the  enormous 
winnings  into  his  capacious  pockets. 
Then,  bowing  coolly  to  the  astounded 
rogues,  he  passed  out  of  the  saloon,  un¬ 
fastened  his  horse,  mounted,  and  rode 
slowly  away.i 

Nearly  twenty  rogues  stood  agape. 
Dumbfounded,'  they  could  not  speak, 


and  for  once  they  were  too  utterly 
taken  aback  to  think  of  riddling  the 
retreating  stranger  with  a  volley  from 
their  six-shooters. 

At  last  Grasshopper  Bill  turned 
furiously  upon  the  bai'-tender. 

“You  blithering  fool!”  he  roared. 
“What  did  that  durned  sport  do  with 
the  sixth  card 

And  the  bar-tender,  stung  to  anger, 
replied : , 

“  He  ate  it  with  his  sandwich,  you 
silly  owl !” 

CHAPTER  2. 

Attacked  by  Comanches. 

A  SHORT  ^pause  followed  that  extra¬ 
ordinary  announcement,  then  a  roar  of 
laughter  broke  from  the  desperadoes 
who  had  not  participated  in  the  game. 

Grasshopper  Bill  sprang  to  his  feet, 
and,  snatching  up  his  revolver,  he  in 
an  instant  covered  the  unlucky  bar¬ 
tender.  There,  was  a  flash  and  a  re¬ 
port,  and  the  man,  with  a  cry  of  pain, 
clapped  his  hand' to  his  ear,  the  lobe  of 
which  had  been  shot  away. 

“Guess  I’ll  serve  the  next  fool  like¬ 
wise  if  he  can’t  keep  a  civil  tongue  in 
his  head,”  growled  the  ruflftan. 

He  looked  pretty  hard  at  Slug  Seven, 
but  the  trapper  merely  shrugged  his 
shoulders  and  tilted  his  seat  bafck.  All 
at  once'  he  sta.rted  up,  clapping  his  fists 
upon  the  table,  and  making  it  ring 
under  the  blow. 

“Bill,  yer  ain’t  nothing  better  than  a 
mutton-headed  Greaser!’^  he  shouted. 
“  I  guess  that  parson  sport’s  faiidy  done 
us.  You’ve  heard  tell  how  Ned  Mas¬ 
ters’  been  sniffing  round  the  Coman- 
(?hes’  treasure - ” 

“Go  on,”  said  Grasshopper  Bill, 
■hoarsely.  He  began  to  understand 
what  the  trapper  was  driving  at. 

“Waal,  it  were  settled  when  the 
young  buck  got  a  tidy  bit  fer  house¬ 
keeping  he  w^ar  going  ter  marry  Lucy 
Neil,  the  gal  on  NeiPs  ranch.  That 
parson  sport’s  come  West  ter  splice,  ’em, 
and  you’ve  been  an’  let  him  slip 
through  yer  fingers.” 

“  Great  Rockies !  Pards,  fetcli  him 
hack!  He  ain’t  got  far!  Fetch  him 
back,  or  drop  him  if  he  don’t  come 
quiet!”  ^roared  the  angry  and  excited 
{villain. 
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The  men,  headed  by  Slug  Seven,  made 
a  simultaneous  rush  for  the  open,  and 
in  less  than  five  minutes  all  of  them  had 
secured  their  respective  -mounts  and 
were  galloping  along  in  the  direction 
taken  by  the  young  clergyman. 

Grasshopper  Bill  was  left  alone  in  the 
saloon.  Possessed  by  a  strange  uneasi¬ 
ness,  he  presently  threw  a  glance  to¬ 
wards  the  door,  and  what  he  there  per¬ 
ceived  almost  took  his  breath  awav. 
Half  a  dozen  troopers  of  the  United 
States  Cavalry  suddenly  appeared  at  the 
outlet.  He  had  been  trapped. 

Up  went  his  brace  of  revolvers. 

“Dum  yew!”  he  yelled.  “IVe  got 
the  drop  on  yew  avU!  Don’t  crowd  me! 
Stand  back!” 

^^I’m  afraid  you’re  too  late  this  time. 
Grasshopper  Bill,”  put  in  a  familiar 
voice  from  behind. 

Instinctively  the  rascal  wheeled 
about,  and  as  he  did  so  his  face  turned 
a  shade  paler,  for  at  a  little  door  open¬ 
ing  into  the  rear  of  the  saloon  behind 
the  bar  stood  a  couple  more  troopers 
with  levelled  revolvers,  and  behind 
them  was  BufPalo  Bill ! 

“Drop  those  guns.  Quick!  or  I 
shall  order  the  men  to  fire,”  continued 
the  scout. 

Grasshopper  Bill  hesitated  till  a 
warning  shot  cracked  across  the  saloon ; 
then  giving  a  yell  of  terror  he  obeyed. 

“Now,  then,  boys,  get  hold  of  him,” 
said  Cody.  “That’s  Grasshopper  Bill, 

I  and  there  are  one  or  two  warrants  out 
for  his  arrest.” 

The  troopers  in  the  rear,  as  well  as 
three  who  had  dismounted  and  w^ere 
standing  on  the  threshold  of  the  saloon, 
made  a  move  to  secure  the  desperado. 
The  latter  for  a  moment  stood  immov¬ 
able,  as  if  waiting  for  the  men  to  draw 
near,  but  a  desperate  plan  had  entered 
his  head — he  wuuld  not  be  taken  alive ; 
he  would  not  be  taken  at  all. 

As  the  men  came  up  he  suddenly 
flung  himself  headlong  forward,  and 
went  sprawling  beneath  the  table. 

“Hold  him!”  shouted  Buffalo  Bid. 

Two  soldiers  made  a  grab ;  but  in  a 
moment  p>art  of  the  floor  collapsed.  In 
an  instant  they  vanished  with  their  cap¬ 
tive  and  the  table,  while  the  loud, 
sullen  splash  which  immediately  fol¬ 
lowed  keenly  alarmed  their  comrades. 


“There  is  water  beneath;  the  scoun¬ 
drel  has  loosened  a  trap-door,”  cried 
Cody.  “Ijook  sharp,  men,  or  he’ll  give 
you  the  slip.” 

In  a  twinkling  the  troopers,  rein¬ 
forced  by  those  from  without,  darted 
to  the  edge  of  the  square  aperture  in 
the  floor.  The  trap  which  Grasshopper 
Bill  had  unfastened  was  swinging  pon¬ 
derously  on  its  hinges.  The  water  was 
shallow^  for  the  two  men  below  could  be 
seen  floundering  up  to  their  waists. 

A  light  was  produced,  and  an  impor¬ 
tant  discovery  wus  then  made  which 
caused  Grasshopper  Bill  to  be  forgotten 
for  the  moment ;  for,  lumped  down 
directly  beneath  the  trap-door,  the 
broken  end  of  a  large  safe  stamped  with 
the  Government  mark  was  visible. 

“That’s  the-article  we’re  after,”  ex¬ 
claimed  Buffalo  Bill;  “that’s  the  pay¬ 
master’s  safe  stolen  a  fortnight  ago 
from  the  escort  by  Comanches.  How  in 
the  name  of  foTtune  did  it  get  here?” 

“  Guess  the  Comanches  couldn’t  do 
nothing  with  it,  boss,  and  the  adobe 
town  boys  must  have  picked  it  up,” 
suggested  one  of  the  men. 

“It’s  burst  open,  anyway,  chief.  Ten 
thousand  dollars  is  gone,”  added  one 
of  the  troopers  from  below  as  he 
examined  the  contents. 

The  other  man  now  discovered  a 
ladder,  and  planting  this  upon  the  top 
of  the  damaged  safe,  a  means  of  com¬ 
munication  with  the  saloon  was  estab¬ 
lished. 

Bidding  three  men  search  the  sub¬ 
merged  cellar  for  Grasshopper  Bill,  the 
scout  dispatched  a  couple  of  the  others 
to  ascertain  what  had  become  of  Alec 
Kingston.  He  was  feeling  uneasy  on 
the  young  clergyman’s  account,  who 
had  earlier  in  the  day  wmndered  frqin 
a  small  escort  which  had  been  dis¬ 
patched  from  Fort  .Ben,  under  Buffalo 
Bill’s  command,  to  punish  the  Co¬ 
manches,  and  if  possible  recover  the  sate 
which  they  had  stolen  while  under 

transit  from  Sante  Fe.  -i  4.1,^ 

In  following  up  Kingston  s  trail  tne 
little  force  had  come  upon  the  adobe 
settlement  just  after  the  desperadoes 
had  galloped  forth! 

“Guess  Grasshopper’s  got  clear  away, 
chief,”  at  length  called  one  of  the  sol¬ 
diers  from  below.  “Seeing  ter  me  the 
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shanty’s  built  over  an  underground 
stream,  and  there  ain’t  no  telling  which 
way  he/s  took.” 

Scarcely  had  the  trooper  finished 
speaking  when  the  silence  without  was 
broken  by  a  perfect  pandemonium  of 
yells  and  wild  cries. 

Buffalo  Bill,  who  had  been  about  to 
d’escend  through  the  trap-door,  drew 
himself  quickly  back,  and  called  to  his 
men  below  to  havsten  up.  They,  too, 
had  heard  the  distant  shouts,  and  knew 
full  well  what  they  signified. 

The  settlement  was  being  attacked  by 
the  Comanches ! 

In  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time 
the  troopers  had  gained*  their  saddles. 

Those  wdiom  the  scout  had  sent  out 
to  search  for  Alec  Kingston  were  seen 
galloping  at  breakneck  pace  towards 
the  saloon.  Not  far  behind  raced  a 
crowd  of  white  desperadoes,  firing  back 
at  the  redskins  as  they  neared  the 
settlement. 

The  soldiers  were  the  first  to  reach 
the  saloon. 

“A  thousand  Comanches  are  sweep¬ 
ing  across  the  plain,  chief,”  exclaim^ 
one  as  Buffalo  Bill  met  them. 

“Retreat  is  cut  off,  ”  put  in  the  other, 
guess  we’ll  have  to  make  a  fight  of 
it  with  these  beauties.” 

He  indicated  with  a  jerk  of  his  thumb 
the  band  of  outlaws,  a  few  of  whom  had 
now  ridden  close  up.  Tlieir  surprise  at 
finding  the  chief  of  scouts  and  a  number 
of  uniformed  troopers  there  for  a 
moment  overcame  their  fears  of  the 
Indians. 

“I’m  blistered  if  we  ain’t  all  been 
took  in  a  trap !”  cried  one  man  sharply. 

“You’d  better  tell  your  friends  that 
unless  we  all  combine  against  the  com¬ 
mon  foe  probably  not  a  man  will  leave 
the  settlement  a  live,”  said  Buffalo  Bill. 

“You  bet  I  will.  Guess  it’s  a  truce 
between  us,  pard.” 

“Yes,”  answered!  Buffalo  Bill. 
“Who’s  your  leader?” 

“Grasshopper  Bill.” 

“He’s  gone.” 

“The  blarmed  coward!  that’s  like 
him,  dead-shot  though  he  is.” 

“Never  mind  him,”  said  Buffalo  Bill, 
sharply.  “Tell  your  men  to  put  them¬ 
selves  under  my  command  if  they  want 
to  save  their  skins.” 


This  was  quickly  done. 

On  all  sides  c^uld  now  be  seen  the 
Comanche  warriors,  whose  loud  yells 
filled  the  air. 

All  at  once  the  air  was  darkened  with 
arrow-heads,  and  two  or  three  men 
dropped  from  their  saddles. 

“Now,  then,  boys,  clo^se  up  round  the 
shanty,”  said  Buffalo  Bill,  addressing 
his  troopers.  “Don’t  dismount;  our 
hope  lies  in  the  open,  not  in  this  death¬ 
trap.  Let  fly  at  them — quick  I” 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  when 
a  death-dealing  volley  issu^  from  the 
weapons  of  the  desperate  and  deter¬ 
mined  soldiers.  Many  of  the  foremost 
Comanches  dropped  back,  causing  the 
rest  to  pause. 

By  this  time  the  outlaw  settlers  had 
rallied  abouft  the  small  body  of  soldiers, 
and  following  the  latter’s  example  they 
swept  the  ranks  of  the  bloodthirsty  foe 
with  volley  upon  volley  of  musketry. 

Notwithstanding  the  terrible  execu¬ 
tion  done,  the  Comanches  continued  to 
come  on,  yelling  their  war-cry  and 
darkening  the  air  with  flights  of  arrows. 

A  mounted  party  of  redskins,  fifty 
strong,  cut  off  retreat  at  one  end,  while 
fully  a  couple  of  hundred  braves  on  foot 
were  streaming  through  the  narrow  ap¬ 
proach  upon  the  east  side.  North  and 
south,  where  the  buildings  extended  in 
two  triangular  lines,  the  Lidians  were 
not  so  numerous. 

Nearly. half  the  settlers  and  four  of 
the  troopers  had  already  succumbed  to 
the  fury  of  the  redskins’  attack,  when 
Buffalo  Bill,  leaping  from  the  saddle, 
dashed  into  an  adobe  house  facing  one 
side  of  the  saloon.  His  little  force 
meantime  kept  up  a  galling  fire  upon 
the  red  men.  Suddenly  a  dense  cloud 
of  smoke  issued  from  the  building,  and 
a  moment  later  Cody  darted  back  and 
reached  his  small  force. 

“Quick,  boys!  the  smoke  will  help  to 
cover  our  movements,”  he  cried.  “It’s 
every  man  for  himself  now.  Keep  to¬ 
gether  if  you  can,  but  make  for  the 
open.  That’s  your  only  chance.’’ 

The  men  stared  at  him  aghast.  It 
was  evident  they  looked  imon  the  at- 
^mpt  as  sheer  madness.  iJntil  Buffalo 
Bill  had  remounted  and  moved  forth 
they  remained  bunched  together,  firin<r 
desperately  into  the  ranks  of  the  foe. 
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All  at  onoe  the  redskins  were  hidden 
behind  a  blinding  cloud  of  smoke  which 
the  wind  bore  along  from  the  burning 
adobe  house. 

The  troopers  and  settlers  saw. their 
leader  urge  his  horse  in  that  direction, 
and  they  followed  his  example. 

L*ed  by  Buffalo  Bill,  thej^  got  past  the 
burning  house  unnoticed  ;  but  the  mo¬ 
ment  they  issued  from  the  cover 
afforded  by  the  smoke  they  were 
assailed  by  flight  after  flight  of  arrows. 
Several  more  were  killed,  but  the 
remainder  pressed  bravely  ahead* 

Oody  seemed  to  b^ar  a  charmed  life, 
for  beyond  a  few  scratches  he  received 
no  wound.  As  he  reached  the  crest  of 
a  sharp  rise,  however,  his  horse  was 
shot  down,  and  a  cry  of  dismay  broke 
form  the  few  survivors  when  they  saw 
him  piteh  headlong  to  the  ground. 

Tb©  Oomanches  were  now  almost 
within  striking  distance*. 

Buffalo  Bill  sprang  up  as  five  or  six 
fully-fledged  warriors  closed  round  him. 

Quick  as  thought  he  snatched  up 
the  body  of  a  warrior  who  had  just  been 
shot  down  by  one  of  the  troopers.  Then, 
with  the  exercise  of  marvellous  agility 
and  strength,  he  hurled’  it  into  the 
circle  of  his  dea^flj^  foes,  sending  two  of 
the  warriors  reeling  back  under  the 
impact. 

An  instant  later  he  had  got  clear  of 
them. 

A  brief  glance  showed  that  his  small 
band  of  ti*oopers  wias  wiped  out,  while 
three  of  bis  outlaw  allies  were  endeav¬ 
ouring  to  escape  on  foot  through  a 
narrow  gorge  about  thirty  yards  ahead. 

Buffalo  Bill  urged  them  on,  and  fol¬ 
lowed  as  rapidly  as  possible.  Leaping 
from  boulder  to  boulder,  he  gained 
the  edge  of  the  gorge  and  raced  along 
its  uneven  bottom.  Passing  a  sharp 
bend,  he  suddenly  came  in  sight  of  the 
three  desperadoes. 

They  had  halted,  and  were  staring  up 
«at  the  precipitous  end  of  the  gorge  in 
despair*  Buffalo  Bill  quickly  reached 
them. 

‘^If  we  can  climb  yonder  hill  and  get 
down  the  other  side,  there^s  a  chance 
of  reaching  the  scrub,”  exclaimed  one 
of  the  men. 

‘SSomething’s  got  to  bo  done,  for 


we’re  trapped  like  ra.ts  here,”  replied 
the  scout. 

Without  more  ado  he  commenced  the 
dangerous  climb  up  the  steep  side  of  the 
hill.  The  others  followed  him  breath¬ 
lessly. 

At  last  they  reached  the  crest  of 
the  hill,  and  a  faint  cheer  broke  from 
their  parched  lips.  Its  note,  however, 
changed  to  a  cry  of  dismay  when,  on 
glancing  down  the  further  slope,  they 
beheld  at  least  a  hundred  Comanches 
swarming  up. 

Upon  the  north,  streaming  along 
from  the  blazing  settlement  on  the 
higher  ground,  and  protected  by  a  series 
of  boulders,  were  more  Oomanches. 
Only  two  sides  of  the  hill  offered  means 
for  retreat — the  one  by  which  the  little 
party  had  just  ascended,  and  the 
southern  slope,  even  more  perpendicu¬ 
lar  in  its  descent ;  while,  as  if  to 
increase  the  helplessness  of  their  posi¬ 
tion,  there  was  absolutely  no  cover  on 
the  cone  of  the  hill  where  they  stood. 

Buffalo  Bill  looked  the  danger  quietly 
in  the  face,  but  his  undisciplined  com¬ 
rades  became  panic-stricken.  They 
made  a  rush  for  the  spot  they  had  lately 
ascended,  and  then  with  a  dull  cry  of 
despair  they  staggered  back. 

A  score  of  Comanche  braves  had 
assembled  in  the  gorge  below,  and  had 
cut  off  all  retreat.  It  were  madness 
to  attempt  the  southern  slope,  for,  save 
a  few  bushes  clinging  here  and  there 
to  the  almost  perpendicular  side,  the 
bottom  was  met  by  ridge  upon  ridge  of 
needledike  rocks^ 

W'ith  blanched  faces  and  despairing 
looks  the  men  clustered  round  Cody. 

There  is  little  hope,”  remarked  the 
scout  quietly.  All  w^e  can  do  is  to  sell 
our  lives  dearly.  Get  your  guns  ready.” 

They  were  at  bay,  and  swinging  up 
on  to  the  crest  of  the  hill  came  the 
hordes  of  yelling  Comanches.  Instinc¬ 
tively  the  little  group  of  white  men  had 
moved  to  the  extremity  of  the  southern 
edge,  where,  at  least,  they  could  not 
be  attacked  in  the  rear.  llbey  had  not 
long  to  wait. 

With  loud  yells  of  triumph  the  red¬ 
skins  stormed  over  the  crest,  and  were 
met  by  a  deadly  rifle  fire.  Half  a  dozen 
dropped  back,  either  killed  outright  or 
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mortally  wounded,  but  the  others  came 
on,  led  by  no  other  than  Flying  Foot, 
the  Oomanohe  chief,  who  made  a  special 
objective  of  Buffalo  Bill  himself. 

Several  more  redskins  were  shot  down 
by  the  white  men,  but  a  moment  later 
the  scout’s  three  allies  were  killed. 

The  Indians  then  paused  to  watch  the 
duel  that  took  place  between  their 
chief  and  the  great  leader  of  the  pale¬ 
faces.  The  two  were  about  equally 
matched  in  agility,  but  the  redskin 
claimed  an  advantage  in  point  of  size 
and  weight.  Moreover,  he  was  fresh 
and  un wounded,  wliereas  Cody  was  suf- 
feiring  from  several  painful  hurts. 

The  scout  knew  that  unless  by  some 
lucky  chance  he  either  disabled  or  dis¬ 
armed  his  savage  opponent  the  struggle 
could  not  last  long.  Very  cleverly  he 
parried  the  chief’s  terrible  strokes,  but 
.it  was  more  than^he  coulci  do  to  get  in 
a  blow  himself. 

Suddenly  he  tripped  over  the  body  of 
a  stricken  desperado,  but  did  not  fall. 

Swiftly,  and  with  a  yell  of  triumph, 
Flying  Foot  sprang  at^him.  Cody  took 
a  quick  step  backwards.  A  cry  of  horror 
then  broke  from  his  lips — he  was  falling 
headlong  into  the  ravine  below ! 

A  dizzy  dash  through  space,  then  he 
was  conscious  of  a  swift,  agonising  pain 
— after  that,  oblivion! 

CHAPTER  3. 

A  Duel  under  Water. 

Night  .  had  fallen  when  Buffalo  Bill 
recovered  from  a  long  spell  of  uncon¬ 
sciousness.  Whether  the  time  was  early 
or  late  he  had  no  means  of  ascertaining, 
for  not  a  star  was  to  be  seen.  ^He  felt 
stiff  and  cold.  The  first  movement 
caused  him  excruciating  pain. 

Uttering  a  groan  he  fell  back,  and 
lay  perfectly  still  for  some  minutes.  It 
was  whilst  in  this  condition  that  the 
whole  ghastly  past  recurred  to  him.  He 
felt  cautiously  round  and  found  that, 
his  headlong  flight  had  been  brought  up 
by  one  of  the  bushes  growing  near  the 
bottom  of  the  ravine.  His  left  arm, 
bared  to  the  elbow,  was  caked  with 
blood,  and  his  face  had  been  bruised  in 
the  fall. 

Owing  to  the  pain,  which  the  very 
slightest  movement  caused,  Cody  began 


to  fear  some  bones  had  been  broken. 
Thoroughly  alarmed,  he  scrambled  up 
with  some  difficulty,  and  found  to  his 
great  relief  that  this  fear  was  ill- 
founded.  He  was  bruised  and  shaken, 
but  his  limbs  were  sound. 

It  was  pitch  dark,  but  he  recalled  to 
his  mind’s  eye  a  fairly  accurate  picture 
of  the  bottom  of  the  ravine.  He  must 
be  within  thirty  feet/ of  the  first  ridge 
of  projecting  roclvs. 

Spreading  himself  flat  against  the 
precipitous  side  of  the  chasm,  he  began 
to  work  very  cautiously  round  to  the 
edge  of  the  bush.  Then,  holding  on  by 
the  roots,  he  lowered  himself  towards 
the  rocks  beneath  and  let  go. 

With  a  rush  and  clatter  of  loose 
stones  Cody  struck  the  bottom.  He  had 
slightly  under-estimated  the  distance, 
and  consequently  the  shock  of  his  fall 
was  greater  than  he  had  anticipated. 
For  some  time  he  did  not  move.  A  few 
stones  continued  to  rattle  down,  making 
him  start  uncomfortably  lest  the  sounds 
were  caused  by  the  approach  of  some  of 
the  Comanches, 

Again  all  was  still,  and,  somewhat  re¬ 
assured,  Buffalo  Bill  crawled  over  th® 
first  ridge;  then  he  lowered  himself  to 
the  second,  and  thence  to  the  third  and 
fouidih  successively.  The  task  severely 
taxed  his  strength,  but  it  put  fresh 
warmth  into  his  cold  and  stiff  limbs. 
He  had  readied  the  very  heart  of  the 
ravine  where  a  stream  threaded  its  tor¬ 
tuous  passage  into  the  open.  A  long 
drink  of  its  cold,  clear  water  greatly  re¬ 
freshed  him. 

Here  lie  paused,  and  in  the  darkness 
bathed  his  several  ivounds,  which  for¬ 
tunately  were  not  at  all  serious.  Then, 
getting  under  cover  of  some  rocks,  he 
struck  a  light  and  examined  his  pocket- 
compass.  He  calculated  roughly  that 
Fort  Ben  lay  twenty  miles  away  to  the 
south,  and,  taking  his  bearings  accord¬ 
ingly,,  he  set  forth  along  the  stream. 
But  he  had  previously  adopted  the  pre¬ 
caution  of  loading  his  brace  of  six- 
shooters. 

Only  a  little  ammunition  remained  in 
his  pouch  when  this  wise  precaution  was 
adopted.  His  shattered  rifle  was  lying 
on  the  crest  of  tlie  hill,  but  even  had  he 
possessed  it  the  weapon  would  have  been 
useless  save  at  very  close  quarters  with 
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tho  foe,  for  its  cartridges  had  all  been 
expended. 

As  Buffalo  Bill  slowly  made  his  way 
along,  guided  fey  the  turnings  of  the 
narrow  stream  he  could  not  but  reflect 
■on  the  terrible  fate  which  had  over- 
itaken  his  own  gallant  little  band  and 
I  the  fearful  punishment  meted  out  to 
the  desperadoes,  w  ho  he  w’as  certain  had 
all  been  killed. 

The  whole  Comanche  nation  had  evi¬ 
dently  taken  the  W'aipath,  and  that 
boded  ill  for  the  small  force  at  Fort 
Ben.  He  w’ould  have  to  warn  the  com¬ 
mandant  at  all  hazards. 

Cody  hoped  to  reacli  the  fort  shortly 
after  break  of  day.  Bub  presently  his 
sorely-taxed  strength  showed  signs  of 
giving  out.  He  h^  now  peached  what 
seemed  comparatively  open  country. 
Selecting  a  grassy  dell,  he  lay  down, 
and  soon  dropped  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

* 

The  scout  awoke  wdth  a  start  to  find 
that  the  sun  W’as  several  hours  high. 
So  exhausted  had  he  been  by  his  recent 
terrible  exertions  that  Nature  had  had 
hei-  w;a.y  and  kept  him  in  a  state  of  un¬ 
consciousness  for  much  longer  than  he 
had  wished. 

Buffalo  Bill  made  his  w^ay  to  the  near- 
|by  stream  and  refreshed  himself  by  a 
good  wash  and  a.  long  drink.  Then  he 
drew  out  his  pocket-compass  and  made 
an  alarming  discavery.  It  had  been 
put  out  of  gear  by  his  fall  into  the 
lavin©  on  the  previous  day,  and  when 
he  had  looked  at  it  by  matchlight  in  the 
darkness  its  reading  had  b^n  incorrect. 

The  scout  now  realised  that  the  in¬ 
strument  was  of  no  use  in'  pointing  the 
w  ay  to  Fort  Ben.  All  he  could  do  was 
to  continue  south  in  the  direction  of 
the  stream,  hoping  to  strike  a  W'ell- 
knowui  landmark  in  due  course. 

As  Buffalo  Bill  proceeded  on  his  long 
tramp  the  aspect  of  the  country  gradu¬ 
ally  changed,  and  by  about  four  o’clock 
in  the  afternoon  he  had,  by  following 
the  winding  course  of  the  stream, 
‘reached  the  head  of  what  looked  like  a 
long  but  rather  narrow  lake,  having 
high  sloping  banks  on  both  Sides.  Thev 
were  very  iiuegular,  how’ever,  and  mucn 
broken.  Not  a  tree  nor  a  bush  of  any 
sort  w’as  visible,  though  going  down 
both  banks  far  into  the  W’ater  were  thick 


clusters  of  tall  reeds,  wiiile  fuither  out 
masses  of  weeds  were  floating  lazily 
upon  the  surface. 

The  air  was  hot  and  suffocating,  and 
Buffalo  Bill  w’as  feeling  terribly  jaded 
w^hen  he  espied  a  cluster  of  flowering 
weeds  close,  up  by  the  bank.  Knowing 
that  he  would  find  shelter  there  he 
moved  to  the  spot  and  cautiously  nego¬ 
tiated  the  ground.  It  w^as  quite  firm, 
and  even  further  out  the  layer  upon 
layer  of  matted  reeds  looked  capable  of 
bearing  more  than  his  w^eight.  Worm¬ 
ing  his  w'ay  in  amongst  the  tall,  flower¬ 
ing  stems,  he  lay  down,  and,  grateful 
for  the  shelter  as  well  as  the  rest,  he 
soon  dropx>ed  off  into  a  doze. 

He  was  roused  by  a  strange  feeling  of 
suffocation.  Opening  his  eyes,  he  wes 
amazed  to  find  himself  beneath  the  sur¬ 
face  of  the  lake.  But  that  w^as  not  all. 
He  was  in  the  powerful  grasp  of  some 
monster. 

Suddenly  the  thought  flashed  upon 
him  that  his  assailant  was  a  human 
being,  and  that  he  owed  the  presshre  on 
his  throat  to  the  vice-like  grip  of  a 
man’s  hand. 

He  was  not  mistaken.  Suddenly  he 
saw  the  point  of  a  blade  descend.  It 
pierced  his  jacket,  wKich  he  had  but¬ 
toned  before  lying  d'owm.  Quick  as 
thought  he  swmyed  round,  narrowfiy 
avoiding  the  keen  blade,  w’hich  cut 
through  the  w’ater  to  the  bottom. 

At  the  same  time  he  managed  to  draw 
his  owm  knife.  His  unknown  opponent 
evidently  perceived  the  danger,  for  next 
moment  the  terrible  grip  on  Buffalo 
BilPs  throat  was  removed,  and  the 
scout,  panting  and  gasping,  rose  to  tno 
surface.  He  had,  however,  scarcely 
time  to  exj>el  the  air  from  his  lungs 
w^hen  he  w^as  assailed  from  behind. 

Struck  by  a  stunning  blow%  he  went 
under,  for  the  moment  pow^erless  to  on^'r 
the  least  resistance.  As  he  touched 
bottom  he  wms  again  attacked  by  his 
cruel  and  remors^ess  foe.  He  struck 
upward  at  the  miscreant  wdtli  his  hunt¬ 
ing-knife.  The  blow’^  evidently  a 

mortal  one,  for  something  like  a  choking 
scream  reached  the  scout^s  ears. 

He  struggled  to  the  surface  and  looked 
round  for  the  body  of  his  assailant. 
Not  a  little  to  his  surprise,  he  founu 
that  he  w^as  almost  in  the  centre  of  the 
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lake.  Then,  all  at  once,  an  object 
floated  lip  away  to  the  right. 

A  few  rapid  strokes  took  Buffalo  Bill 
thither.  The  body  was  floating  face 
downward.  He  turned  it  over,  and  a 
cry  of  surpidse  and  horror  broke  from 
his  own  Ups.  He  was  gazing  on  the 
death-sealed’  features  of  Grrasshopi>er 
Bill ! 

The  scout's  first  thought  on  making 
this  discovery  was  an  ambush.  He 
peered  narrowly  across  the  lake,  but  no 
one  was  visible,  though,  judging  by  the 
crushed  appe^irance  of  the  reeds  on  the 
opposite  bank,  it  must  have  been  from 
that  side  Grasshopper  Bill  had  entered 
the  lake.  Reassured,  he  began  tb  push 
the  body  slowly  in  that  direction. 

Approaching  the  bank  cautiously,  he 
made  for  the  gap  which  first  had  at¬ 
tracted  his  attention.  Here  he  brought 
the  body  of  his  erstwhile  foe  and 
dragged  it  above  the  bruised  reeds. 
Something  in  the  appearance  of  the 
ground  attracted  his  notice.  Those 
footprints  had  not  been  made  by  moc¬ 
casins.  Leaving  the  body  by  the 
water,  he  moved  stealthily  up  the  slope 
and  follow^ed  the  track  through  a  rocky 
cleft. 

Suddenly  he  came  face  to  face  with  a 
man  in  the  garb  of  a  trapper. 

“Guess  you’re  Colonel  Cody,  now?” 
said  the  stranger,  eyeing  the  scout  care¬ 
fully. 

But,  though  Buffalo  Bill  returned  the 
compliment,  he  failed  to  recognise  the 
man.  He  replied  in  the  affirmative, 
and  the  stranger  extended  his  hand  in 
a  friendly  manner. 

“Yeu  kin  rack  yer  brain,  pard  sc^ut, 
but  yeu  don’t  know  me  by  sight,  though 
maybe  you’ve  heard!  tell  of  me.  I’m 
Slug  Seven,  the  trapper,’’  he  said. 

Buffalo  Bill  gave  a  slight  start,  which 
the  trapper  was  quick  to  note,  although 
he  made  no  comment  thereon. 

“  Do  you  know  the  adobe  settlement 
back  east?”  asked  Buffalo  Bill. 

“Guess  I  ought  to,  but  it  ain’t  a  very 
particular  kind  o’  place.  What  have 
them  boys  been  doing  now,  pard?” 

“The  place  has  been  raided  by 
Coman ches,  and  the  settlers  have  been 
killed  to  a  man,  including  a  small  com¬ 
pany  of  the  Fifth  Cavalry,”  replied 
the  scout  quickly. 


Of  course,  this  was  already  known  to 
Slug  Seven,  but  the  rascal  w^as  bent  on 
playing*  a  double  game,  and  it  suited 
nim  to  express  alarm  and  consternation 
at  the  news. 

Buffalo  Bill  laboured  under  the  dis¬ 
advantage  of  not  loiowing  that  the  ras¬ 
cal  had  led  the  desperadoes  upon  the 
Reverend  Alexander  Kingston’s  track. 
More  lucky  than  his  ruffianly  com¬ 
panions,  Slug  Seven  had  himself 
escaped  whilst  they  had  been  driven 
back  by  the  Comanches. 

“  By  the  way,  there  was  one  man  who 
escapl^,  ”  continued  the  scoxit,  not  a 
little  to  the  trapper’s  discomfort,  who 
began  to  fancy  that  Cody  was  referring 
to  himself. 

“How  did  it  all  happen,  pard?”  he 
asked  hurriedly. 

“That  I  cannot  say  ;  but  this  man  who 
escaped  was,  I  believe,  looked  upon  by 
the  settlers  as  their  leader.  Perhaps 
you  know  him.  I  refer  to  Grasshopj>er 
Bill.” 

A  sigh  of  genuine  relief  escaped  the 
trapper.  He  understood  the  drift  of  the 
scout’s  remarks,  and  felt  how  nearly  he 
had  betrayed  himself. 

“  Grasshopper  Bill.  He’s  a  dead  shot 
and  a  dangerous  man  to  cross,  ”  he  man¬ 
aged  to  blurt  forth. 

“He  escaped,”  w^ent  on  Buffalo  Bill, 
hardly  heeding  the  remark,  “and  some¬ 
how  reached  this  neighbourhood;  but  a 
terriWe  Nemesis  has  overtaken  him. 
He  lies  dead  on  this  side  of  the  lake.” 

Again  Slug  Seven  simulated  surprise. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  had  watched 
the  struggle  betwem  Cody  and  the  des¬ 
perado  from  an  eminence  some  distance 
away,  and  it  was  owdng  to  the  death  of 
Grasshopper  Bill,  w^hom  he  hated,  that 
he  liad  judged  it  expedient  to  make 
friendly  overtures  to  the  scout. 

The  trapper’s  deception  was  so  art¬ 
fully  practised  that,  clever  as  Buffalo 
Bill  was,  as  a  rule,  to  detect  anything 
suspicions  in  the  conduct  of  those  .whom 
Fate  threw  across  his  path,  he  failes:! 
signally  in  this  instance  to  discover  the 
trap;per’s  double  dealing. 

Guess  ef  that  reptde,  Grasshopper 
Bill,  had  knowed  I  were  so  near  he’d 
have  plugged  daylight  through’  me,” 
Slug  Seven  observed. 

♦  Then  he  asked  to  be  shown  the  bcnly 
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of  the  desperado,  and  Cody ‘led  the  way 
down  to  the  water’s  edge. 

Grasshopper  BilPs  body  lay  there  in 
ghastly  stillness,  his  features,  even  in 
death,  bearing  a  look  of  agony  and 
hate. 

Acting  on  Buffalo  BilPs  suggestion. 
Slug  Seven  fastened  a  heavy  stone  to 
the  dead  man’s  feet,  and,  waging  out 
into  the  lake,  solemnly  laid  the  corpse 
beneath  the  surface.  He  was  hugely 
relieved  when  Buffalo  Bill  suggested 
that  it  might  be  advisable  to  quit  the 
spot. 

That  night  the  two  encamped  in  a 
small  wood.  Incidentally,  Buffalo  Bill 
had  learned  that  his  companion  had 
seen  Alec  Kingston,  and,  as  he  felt 
anxious  on  the  young  clergyman’s 
behalf,  he  decided  to  push  on  with  all 
haste  to  Ned  Masters’s  ranch. 

But  next  day  he  felt  almost  too  weak 
to  move.  Nevertheless,  he  pushed  on 
in  company  with  Slug  Seven,  who 
placed  his  horse  at  the  scout’s  disposal. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  of  the  third 
day  they  reached  the  trapper’s  cabin. 
It  was  then  arranged  that  Slug  Seven 
should  ride  on  to  Ned’s  ranch  and  ascer- 
,tain  whether  Kingston  had  arrived. 

i 

CHAPTER  4. 

Doomed  to  Torture. 

The  trapper  started  off  the  following 
morning,  leaving  Buffalo  Bill  to  look 
after  the  shanty  in  his  -absence,  which 
he  reckoned  would  extend  over  four 
days.  Buffalo  Bill  gladly  consented  to 
remain,  for  he  had  decided,  if  nothing 
occurred  meanwhile  to  alter  his  plans, 
that  on  the  return  of  Slug  Seven  he 
would  make  all  despatch  to  Fort  Ben, 
and  apprise  the  Commandant  there  of 
his  danger.  In  four  days’  time  he  calcu¬ 
lated  to  be  fit  once  more  for  the  trail. 

Immediately  after  Slug  Seven  had 
departed  Cody  thoroughly  explored  the 
neighbouring  glen,  and  took  his  bear¬ 
ings  in  case  of  eventualities.  He  found 
the  shanty  was  more  open  to  attack 
than  he  had  at  first  supposed.  It  stood 
halfway  up  the  glen,  near  a  small  but 
noisy  cascade,  while  the  quantity  of 
timber  surrounding  it  on  all  sides 
offered  ample  cover  to  an  attacking 
force.  The  waterfall  was,  roughly,  ten 


feet  wide,  faced  on  the  opposite  side  by 
a  rather  steep  bank,  whose  crest  was 
covered  by  a  dense  oak  scrub,  while  in 
the  distance  towered  a  range  of  forest- 
clad  hills. 

A  small  trench  had  been  made  on 
that  side  of  the  shanty  next  the  cas¬ 
cade,  and  here  Buffalo  Bill  passed  the 
remainder  of  the  day.  He  was  sheltered 
from  the  sun’s  rays  by  a  belt  of  tall 
pines,  while  through  the  glade  formed 
by  their  level  distance  from  each  other 
he  could  command  a  view  of  the  full 
length  of  the  glen,  as  well  as  miles  of 
open  country  beyond. 

He  found  the  place  well  stocked  with 
food  and  all  the  necessaries  of  a  fron¬ 
tiersman’s  life.  Two  large  bales  of 
pelts  of  all  sorts  and  kinds  attested  to 
the  trapper’s  industry.  The  shanty  was. 
not  very  large,  but  there  was  a  long, 
low  lean-to  shed  at  the  rear. 

By  the  third  day  Buffalo  Bill  felt  him¬ 
self  once  more. 

As  darkness  closed  down  the  wind 
rose,  and  presently  it  was  blowing  a 
hurricane  through  the  glen.  Inside  the 
shanty  the  scout  had  made  all  com¬ 
fortable.  A  cheerful  fire  blazed  on  the 
hearth,  while  a  substantial  meal  had 
been  prepared  to  which  he  forthwith 
did  ample  justice.  This  disposed  of,  he 
extinguished  the  oil  light  and  made 
himself  snug  by  the  fire. 

The  storm  raged  outside  with  unaba¬ 
ted  fury,  bringing  down  occasionally 
some  of  the  older  trees  with  resonant 
crashes. 

Buffalo  Bill,  buried  in  a  pleasant, 
reverie,  forgot  the  w^arring  of  the  ele¬ 
ments  outside,  and  in  the  flickering  fire¬ 
light  he  watched  the  thin,  fantastic 
wreaths  of  tobacco-smoke  v/hile  he 
puffed  contentedly  at  his  pipe.  By 
.  degrees  he  began  to  doze. 

He  was  ipused  by  the  fall  of  some 
embers  on  the  hearth.  The  stress  and 
noise  of  the  storm  was  past,  and  an 
uncanny  silence  seemed  to  fill  the  glen. 
Feeling  a  little  stiff,  he  got  up,  and 
something  prompted  him  to  go  to  the 
door,  which  he  opened  noiselessly,  and 
peered  out. 

It  was  still  early,  for  the  moon  was 
just  rising. 

As  the  scout  crossed  the  threshold  he 
was  assailed  from  behind  by  a  couple  of 
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powerful  warriors.  One  of  them  sprang 
at  his  throat,  while  the  other  attempted 
to  bear  him  to  the  ground. 

Simultaneously  half  a  dozen  more 
sprang  through  the  open  door,  and  in 
an  instant  overpowered  Buffalo  Bill’s 
determined  resistance.  He  was  flung 
savagely  do*wn  and  bound  hand  and 
foot.  One  glance  sufficed  to  show  that 
his  captors  were  Oomanches. 

^‘So  the  paleface  dog  would  defy 
Flying  Foot  and  his  mighty  warriors  ?” 
the  chief  cried  exultingly,  spurning 
the  captive  with  his  heel. 

Flying  Foot  is  a  bigger  coward  than 
the  meanest  squaw  in  his  tribe,”  re¬ 
torted  Buffalo  Bill.  “He  cannot  fight 
like  a  warrior.” 

The  taunt  went  home,  and  for  a 
moment  it  looked  as  if  the  scout  would 
be  hacked  to  pieces  by  his  infuriated 
captors. 

One  of  the  warriors  had  stirred  the 
embers  on  the  hearth  into  a  blaze,  and 
the  ruddy  flame  disclosed  ten  hideously- 
painted  faces.  A  thought  seemed  to 
strike  Flying  Foot,  and  he  pointed 
grimly  at  the  fire. 

“Let  the  paleface  dog  die  at  the 
stake,”  he  cried.  “He  shall  whine  for 
mercy  but  receive  none.  Behold,  before 
the  moon  has  run  her  course  the  pale¬ 
face  dog  shall  become  the  slave  of  the 
mighty  Comanche  warriors  who  have 
gone  to  the  Happy  Hunting  Grounds.” 

A  yell  of  acclamation  greeted  this 
terrible  announcement. 

The  Comanches  began  a  wild  war- 
dance  round  their  prostrate  captive, 
working  themselves  into  a  perfect 
frenzy  of  rage.  At  length,  to  the  accom¬ 
paniment  of  a  horrible  dirge,  four  of 
their  number  suddenly  swooped  down 
and  seized  him.  The  rest  broke  away 
and  began  to  ransack  the  shanty,  smash¬ 
ing  the  furniture  and  forcing  open 
lockers,  cases,  and  bale®. 

Flying  Foot  and  another  warrior 
darted  outside,  and  presently  returned 
with  part  of  a  freshly-hewn  fir,  which 
they  quickly  fixed  in  position  in  the 
furthermost  corner  of  the  shanty.  To 
this-  upright  stake  Buffalo  Bill  was 
bound. 

ith  frenzied  yells  the  remaining  red 
men  proceeded  dismantle  the  build- 


ing,  piling  the  wreckage  round  their 
captive,  and  then,  to  insure  the  success 
of  their  horrible  purpose,  they  satura¬ 
ted  the  debris  with  oil  and  quantities 
of  fat. 

Meanwhile  they  lost  no  chance  of 
taunting  their  victim  and  subjecting 
him  to  every  conceivable  indignity. 
Lastly  Flying  Foot  removed  his  belt  of 
revolvers,  and  placed  them  on  an  up¬ 
turned  barrel  near  the  hearth,  where  a' 
roaring  wood  fire  had  been  built. 

At  a  word  from  the  chief  the  live 
embers  were  removed  to  the  middle  of 
the  shanty,  and  a  snake-like  line  of  dry 
faggots  was  so  placed  as  to  connect  the 
combustiblcvs  about  the  prisoner  with 
the  fire.  This  was  done  to  satisfy  a 
fiendish  desire  to  prolong  his  misery  and 
suspense. 

As  the  Warriors  continued  busily  to 
heap  up  the  debris,  Flying  Foot  ad¬ 
vanced  on  his  helpless  captive  with 
drawn  scalping-knife. 

“The  paleface  dog’s  scalp  shall  be 
nailed  to  Flying  Foot’s  wigwam,  that 
the  Comanche  nation  may  know  that  he 
died  like  a  dog,”  he  cried. 

“Flying  Foot  speaks  big  words,  but 
his  courage  is  weak.  His  hands  tremble 
like  a  squaw’s.  He  can  only  scalp  a 
helpless  prisoner,”  replied  Cody. 

The  chief  uttered  a  snarl  of  rage,  and 
bounding  up  the  wreckage,  stood  beside 
his  captive. 

At  that  moment  an  ear-piercing  yell 
broke  from  the  redskins  at  the  furthest 
end  of  the  shanty.  There  was  a  note  of 
triumph  mingled  with  surprise  in  that 
yell,  and  a  fierce  longing  for  possession,  ' 
which  ^  instantly  ari'ested  the  chief’s 
attention. 

Flying  Foot  bounded  up  to  the  war¬ 
riors  just  as  one  of  them  staggered  back 
under  a  fearful  blow,  followed  by  the 
crash  and  splinitering  of  glass. 

In  the  gloom  Buffalo  Bill  distin¬ 
guished  a  struggling  mob  of  redskins, 
yelling  fiercely,  and  apparently  striving 
their  hardest  to  deprive  each  other  of 
some  spoil.  Even  Flying  Foot  failed  to 
quell  the  tumult. 

As  Buffalo  Bill  watched,  with 
anxious,  straining  eyes,  the  truth  came 
like  an  inspiration — they  must  have 
chanced  upon  a  case  of  whisky. 

His  heart  gave  a  leap,  and  a  vision  of 
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freedom  rose  before  his  mind’s  eye.  If 
the  vile  concoction  which  in  those  parts 
went  by  the  name  of  whisky  Avas  suffi¬ 
ciently  strong,  and  the  quantity  was 
not  lacking,  those  savage  fiends  might 
soon  be  lying  in  a  heavy,  drunken 
stupor. 

All  at  once  they  began  to  stagger  into 
the  middle  of  the  shanty,  and  as  the 
now  dull  glow'  of  the  embers  lit  up 
their  several  forms  the  anxious  captive 
noticed  that  each  man  carried  a  bottle 
of  the  intoxicating  liquor.  Flying  Foot 
and  one  or  two  others  had  secured  a 
couple  of  bottles  apiece. 

In  the  distance,  where  the  trapper’s 
hidden  s^re  had  been  broken  open,  lay 
three  grimly  silent  forms.  They  had 
been  killed  in  the  struggle^ 

Amidst  a  fierce  discord  of  sounds,  the 
warriors  flung  themselves  down  beside 
the  embers,  which  they  stirred  into  a 
ruddy  blaze-. '  Th'^  struck  off  the  necks 
of  the  bottles  with  their  knives,  and 
began  to  drink,  apparently  oblivious  of 
their  captive’s  presence. 

Buffialo  Bill  took  care  to  make  no 
sound,  but  the  constraint  soon  began  to 
tell  upon  him,  *  for  in  his  already 
cramp^  position  it  meant  indescribable 
agony  to  remain  still. 

He  Avas  at  length  compelled  to  shift 
his  tight! y-bound  feet,  and  the  moment 
he  did  so  a  piece  of  loose  timber  clat¬ 
tered  down,  making  the  Comanches 
start  and  face  round. 

Flying  Foot  staggered  up,  but  the 
effects  of  the  intoxicant  AA^ere  already 
jipparent.  He  swayed  heavily  to  and 
fro,  and,  as  if  conscious  of  his  inability 
to  reach  the  prisoner,  he  gave  vent  to 
a  fierce  yell,  and  simultaneously  aimed 
his  scalping-knife  at  him.. 

The  AA^eapon  flashed  across,  and  Avith 
a  snip  struck  the  upright  stake  to  which 
Buffalo  Bill  Avas  bound.’  , 

The  moment  he  felt  it  strike  the  stake 
Cody  moved  rapidly  back,  giving  an 
agonised  groan,  ana  hanging  forward 
Ibis  head  as  though  he  had  been  struck 
.and  was  badly  AVounded.  He  acted  his 
part  to  perfection,  and  the  half- 
drunken  Comanches  were  deceived. 

Flying  Foot  sat  down,  and  at  a  gulp 
sAvallow^  the  remaining  liquor  in  his 
bottle.  He  turned  his  attention  to  the 
second  one;  but  one  of  the  Avarriors 


seemed  inclined  to  dispute  his  title  to  it. 
Instantly  the  two  redskins  were  en¬ 
gaged  in  a  deadly  encounter ;  their 
tomahawks  flashed  in  the  firelight, 
while  their  horrible  cries,  mingling  with 
the  clash  of  steel,  drowned  the  mono¬ 
tonous  Avar-song  Avffiich  broke  from  the 
rest  of  the  drunken  wretches. 

The  struggle  might  have  been  provi¬ 
dential  so  far  as  Buffalo  Bill  was  con¬ 
cerned,  for  he  had  begun  to  plan  a 
means  of  escape  Avherein  Flying  Foot’s 
scalping-knife  played  a  by  no  means 
unimportant  part. 

When  in  the  act  of  simulating  death 
a  few  minutes  before,  he  had  felt  the 
W€apo‘n  slip  from  the  wood  and  drop 
amid  the  tough  hide  thongs  Avhich 
bound  him  to  the  stake.  By  working 
his  body  gently  to-  and  fro  he  hoped  to 
fray  the  thongs  against  the  keen  edge 
of  the  knife.  Hitherto  the  necessity 
for  remaining  absolutely  still  had  hin- 
deired  him,*  but  now  he  was  able  to  move 
rapidly  to  and  fro  without  attracting 
the  least  attention. 

The  struggle  proceeded,  growing 
fiercer  and  louder,  Avffiile  both  combat¬ 
ants  had  received  flesh-wounds. 

With  eyes  fixed  intently  upon  the 
fitting  Comanches,  Buffalo  Bill 
worked  the  knife  laboriously  further 
and  further  into  the  thongs  which 
bound  bis  arms  to  the  stake.  Noaa^  and 
again  he  felt  the  keen  edge  of  the  blade 
against  his  fingers,  and  he  received 
many  nasty  cuts.  But  these  passed  un¬ 
heeded.  He  was  playing  a  high  stake 
for  freedom,  and  at  all  hazards  he  must 
free  his  arms  ere  the  struggle  betAA^een 
Flying  Foot  and  the  warrior  ceased. 

Buffalo  Bill  worked  desperately,  and 
his  movements  sent  several  pieces  of 
timber  clattering  down  from  the  heap. 
One  of  the  redskins  glanced  round  sus¬ 
piciously,  but  the  scout  saw  the  action, 
and  instantly  resumed  his  passive  atti¬ 
tude.  Almost  at  the  same  moment  the 
fierce  struggle  in  the  centre  of  the 
shanty  came  to  an  end.  Reeking  AAuth 
perspiration.  Flying  Foot  came  out 
conqueror.  He  reeled  doAvn,  and  seiz¬ 
ing  the  remaining  bottle  of  spirit,  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  consume  the  contents. 

More  Avood  Avas  piled  on  the  fire,  and 
soon  the  carousing  redskins  began  to 
doze. 
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Buffalo  Bill  ooaitirLued  to  watoh  Fly¬ 
ing  Foot  and  the  two  or  three  wandors 
who  had  not  yet  wholly  succumbed  to 
the  intoxicating  effects  of  the  firewater. 
To  alarm  them  now  by  the  slightest 
noise  would  be  taking  too  great  a  risk. 
He  Avould  have  to  wait  till  their  seoiscs 
were  overcome  by  sleen. 

Five — ten — twenty  minutes  passed, 
and  then,  with  a  lurch,  Flying  Foot 
rolled  over  near  the  fire,  snoring  loudly. 

The  rest  of  the  warriors  were  already 
fast  asleep. 

The  anxious  captive  strained  at  his 
thongs.  Still  they  held.  Again  he 
proceeded  to  gently  fray  the  edges ; 
again  he  pulled.  Then,  after  two  of 
three  ineffectual  attempts,  the  stout 
hide  suddenly  parted,  and  Buffalo  Bill 
breathed  freely  again. 

^  He  pressed  quickly  back  again  at  the 
stake  in  order  to  prevent  the  knife  from 
slipping  down.  Whilst  in  this  position 
he  began  to  move  his  free  limbs,  and 
in  this  manner  removed  the  painful 
cramp  which  had  seized  them. 

Next  he  secuii'ed  the  knife,  and  by  a 
few  rapid  strokes  soon  released  his 
ankles. 

So  far  all  was  well.  The  smouldering 
train  of  fire  had  already  crept  halfway 
to  the  combustibles  piled  round  the 
stake. 

Buffalo  Bill  crept  lightly  down  the 
wreckage  on  tiptoe,  reached  the  up¬ 
turned  barrel  next  to  the  hearth,  and 
snatching  up  his  revolvers  stepped  to¬ 
wards  the  door,  which  was  ajar. 
Reaching  it  he  wriggled  noiselessly 
through  the  narrow  opening,  fearing  to 
widen  it  lest  the  keen-eared  waiTiors 
might  be  aroused  by  the  sound. 

Once  outside,  he  drew  the  door  to  and 
made  his  way  cautiously  through  the 
avenue  of  trees  surrounding  the  shanty, 
looking  anxiously  for  the  picketed 
ponies.  He  came  upon  them  by  the 
outskirt  of  the  pine  belt,  and  counted 
twelve.  Picking  out  one  which  looked 
the  freshest,  he  rode  away. 

CHAPTER  5. 

The  Stolen  Treasure. 

Two  days  later  Buffalo  Bill  rode  up 
to  the  deserted  ruins  of  Ned  Masters’s 
ranch.  He  had  managed  to  strike  the 
right  trail,  and  as  he  aiiproached  the 


place  he  kept  his  eyes  alert  for  Indian 
signs.  Only  a  few  charred  posts  re¬ 
mained  of  the  building,  which  had  stood 
on  the  outskirt  of  a  tnick  oak  scrub. 

He  urged  his  Indian  pony  over  a  low, 
irregular-shaped  bush,  and  with  a  r^id 
wheel  to  the  left  brought  the  little 
brute  sharply  up  against  the  ruin. 

Crack  !  A  flash  and  a  puff  of  white 
smoke  from  a  distant  bush  showed  him 
that  an  enemy  lurked  there.  The  shot 
struck  the  mustang,  and  sent  the  poor 
brute  reeling  over  with  a  human-like 
cry  of  pain. 

Buffalo  Bill  slipped  to  the  ground  un¬ 
touched.  The  rough  nature  of  the 
ground  hid  him  from  his  unknown 
assailant,  though  a  second  shot 
came  whistling  overhead.  The  circum¬ 
stance  decided  him  that  his  opponent, 
whoever  he  might  be,  was  certainly  no 
redskin. 

He  wriggled  noiselessly  along  through 
the  bush  and  over  the  uneven  ground, 
keeping  his  eye  fixed  on  the  spot  whence 
the  attack  had  first  come.  By  degrees 
he  approached  it,  working  round  to  the 
rear ;  but  no  one  was  visible. 

Suddenly  ho  heard  a  faint  movement, 
and  springing  to  his  feet  he  levelled 
his  revolver  and  caught  sight  of  the 
crouching  figure  of  a  negro.  The  man 
was  in  the  very  act  of  firing,  and  but 
for  Buffalo  Bill’s  agility  he  must  have 
been  struck  by  the  shot.  As  it  was,  he 
covered  his  assailant  and  sternly  or¬ 
dered  him  to  get  up. 

Reluctantly  and  slowly  the  negro 
obeyed  the  command. 

“Throw  down  that  rifle.” 

Not  a  little  to  his  surprise,  the  negro 
burst  into  tears. 

“Massa,  don’t  shoot,”  he  cried; 
“leastways,  not  yet  till  I’ve  found 
Massa  Ned.  I’s  Black  Ulick,  his  ser¬ 
vant, j  and  I  kim  here  shortly  after  day¬ 
break,  after  leaving  Massa  Kingston 
and  Miss  Lucy.” 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  broke  from 
Buffalo  Bill. 

“Where  have  you  been,  and  where  do 
you  come  from.^”  he  demanded  quickly. 

“  I’s  been  over  ter  Neil’s  Ranch  down 
south  wid  Massa  Kingston  ter  fetch 
Massa  Ned’s  bride.  Dey  sent  me  on 
here  last  night  ter  tel  de  ma^a  doy 
were  coming.  I  give  him  call  as  I  rode 
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up,  blit  no  answer ;  an*  den  I  see  de 
.ranch  is  burnt.  Indian  debils  hab  been 
here,  massa.  ” 

That’s  very  evident/*  replied  Cody. 

He  had  lowered  his  weapon,  and 
moved  clo^  up  to  the  negro,  whose 
genuine  distress  could  no  longer  be 
doubted. 

/Why  did  you  fire  just  now.?^”  he 
asked  curiously.  . 

The  negro  regarded  him  for  a  moment 
I  critically,  then  he  made  a  significant 
gesture,  which  drew  Buffalo  Bill’s  at¬ 
tention  to  his  own  tattered  and  gener¬ 
ally  disreputable  appearance.  The 
scout  could  not  help  smiling. 

‘*I*s  seen  some  of  de  villains  from  de 
adobe  settlement,**  remarked  Black 
Ulick  quite  seriously;  “but,  golly!  dey 
never  lo'ok  so  bad  as  you  do,  sah.  Dis 
chile  thought  you  was  one  of  dem  cut¬ 
throats.  ” 

Buffalo  Bill  could  not  help  laughing 
outright  at  the  darkie’s  candid  and 
very  reasonable  explanation. 

“  And  who  do  you  now  suppose  I  am  ” 
he  demanded. 

“De  great  chief  of  scouts,  sah, 
Buffler  Bill.  I’s  seen  yer  picture  down 
Neil*s  Ranch,  Massa  Bill.** 

“Who  lives  there?”  demanded  the 
•scout,  becoming  suddenly  interested, 
for  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  might 
possibly  have  friends  in  the  neighbour¬ 
hood  whom  he  knew  nothing  about. 

“Waal,  dere’s  de  old  man  and  woman, 
do  young  Massa  Neil,  and  Missie  Lucy, 
and  I  guess  a  score  o’  cowboys.  Ole 
Neil’s  Ranch  is  a  mighty  big  place,  you 
bet,  sah.  It  ain’t  nearer  than  three 
days*  hard  riding  to  the  south.  Massa 
Ned,  him  bin  sweet  on  Missie  Lucy  come 
two  year,  when  Massa  Kingston,  him  an 
ole  friend  of  Ned’s,  come  along  to  marry 
*em.  He  got  here  before  wo  ’spected 
him,  so  Massa  Ned  sends  dis  chile  wid 
de  parson  down  ter  Neil’s  Ranch,  where 
we  finds  young  Neil  and  de  cowboys  ’way 
back  on  a  round-up.  Dere  warn’t  no 
one  ter  spare,  so  we  starts  back  wid 
Missie  Lucy  and  Sunflower — —  ” 

“Sunflower!  Who  is  she?”  asked 
(3ody. 

“I  reckon  she*a  de  prettiest  Injun 
girl  in  all  de  country,”  declared  Black 
Ulick,  with  a  preraptitude  which  be¬ 
spoke  a  keen  personal  admiration  on  his 


* 

part.  “  Sunflower  is  de  doughter  of  dat 
cutthroat  villain,  King  Sun.” 

“Notwithstanding,  seems  to  be  a 
friend  of  the  Neils,  ”  the  scout  observed. 

The  negro  lowered  his  voice,  and 
placed  a  hand  confidentially  on.  Cody’s 
arm. 

“She  don’t  much  care  for  de  Neils,” 
he  whispered  ;  “  it*s  Massa  Ned  she  likes. 
He  saved  her  life  once.** 

“Have  you  discovered  any  signs  of 
your  master?” 

“Dere’s  a  trail  of  blood,  sah,  leading 
back  inter  de  bush.” 

“  What  do  you  mean  ?  ? 

“Dere  was  a  big  treasure,  sah;  heaps 
of  gold  and  silver  buried  at  de  end  of 
de  trail,  ”  was  the  whispered  reply. 

For  some  minutes  Buffalo  Bill  was 
busily  engaged  reading  the  various 
.signs  on  the  ground,  which  he  alone 
could  distinguish.  .  He  picked  up  a 
small,  curiously-fashioned  piece  of  gold 
and  examined  it  narrowly. 

“  Where  did  this  come  from  ?”  he 
asked,  exposing  the  little  bit  of  precious 
metal  to  the  negro’s  gaze. 

“  It  b’longs  to  de  treasure  I  spoke  of, 
sah.** 

“  I  know  that ;  but  where  did  it  come 
from  originally  ?  ’  ’ 

“Sah,  I  dare  not  tell.  Massa  Ned, 
find  him  and  ask.” 

“It  is  because  I  wish  to  find  him  that 
I  ask  you.  Come,  my  man,  no  non¬ 
sense.  It*s  probably  a  matter  of  life  or 
death  to  your  master.” 

“Waal,  sah,”  observed  the  negro, 
“dat  bit  o’  gold  come  from  de  ruins 
where  King  Sun  lives.  Massa  Ned 
knows  where  to  find  heap  more  gold, 
but  he  tell  no  one  but  Black  Ulick.  We 
get  it  all  from  de  ruins  since  last  fall. 
It  took  Massa  Ned  a  long  time  to  find 
de  treasure.”  ^ 

“And  now  it  is  lost,  and  he  has  dis-^ 
appeared.  This  looks  like  foul  play.” 

For  some  time  Buffalo  Bill  remained 
buried  in  thought.  From  what  be  had 
gleaned  of  Slug  Seven’s  duplicity,  it 
struck  him  that  the  trappier  might  have 
had  a  hand  in  the  present  outrage. 

Finally  he  decided  to  remain  by  the 
burned  ranch  and  despatch  the  negro 
to  meet  the  young  clergyman  and  his 
party.  Black  Ulick  was  willing  enough 
to  go,  but  he  evinced  some  uneasiness 
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when  he  f6und  that  Ccxly  was  going  to 
remain  behind.  But  the  scout  was 
inexorable.  He  prepared  his  companion 
for  the  possibility  of  not  finding  King¬ 
ston,  in  which  event  it  was  arranged 
that  Black  Ulick  should  return  to  the 
demolished  ranch  for  further  orders. 

After  the  negro  had  departed  Buffalo 
Bill  took  careful  stock  of  his  surround¬ 
ings,  noting  every  sign  upon  the 
ground.  Suddenly  he  gave  an  exclama¬ 
tion  of  surprise,  and  next  moment  he 
held  the  broken  haft  of  a  hunter’s  knife 
in  his  hand.  The  initals  ^^S.  S.”  had 
been  scratched  across  the  bone. 

That’s  conclusive,”  he  muttered. 

Slug  Seven  has  been  here ;  also  a 
strong  force  of  Oomanches.  They  divi¬ 
ded  in  the  bush,  one  part  going  south 
and  the  other  due  north.  The  latter 
bore  away  a  prisoner — the  same  who 
apparently  had  first  taken  the  precau¬ 
tion  to  remove  his  loot,  which  he  has 
placed  in  the  centre  of  the'gorse.  A 
clever  plan.” 

By  parting  the  prickly  foliage  Oody 
could  just  distinguish  the  glittering 
treasure  in  the  very  heart  of  the  great 
bush.  He  could  not  reach  it,  and  in¬ 
deed  he  made  no  attempt  to  do  so,  for 
his  whole  thoughts  were  centred  on  the 
missing  settlers. 

CHAPTER  '6. 

Sunflower,  the  Comanche  Maiden. 

The  shades  of  night  were  beginning 
to  fall  when  Black  Ulick  returned  in 
pitiable  distress  with  the  news  that 
Kingston  and  his  party  had  been  cap¬ 
tured  by  the  Comanches. 

One  hour  later  the  two  men  took  the 
trail  of  the  marauders. 

Though  the  moon  did  not  rise  for  a 
couple  of  hours,  they  experienced  little 
idifficulty  in  keeping  to  the  trail,  which 
consisted  of  a  tortuous  track  through 
fdense  brushwood.  They  pressed  on 
afoot.  The  few  ponies  belonging  to  Ned 
Masters  the  Comanches  had  taken 
away.  Nevertheless,  Buffalo 'Bill  had 
managed  to  secure  a  fresh  rifle  and  a 
supply  of  cartridges.  He  owed  this  to 
the  young  rancher’s  foresight  in  having 
stored  a  small  quantity  of  arms  and 
ammunition  in  a  rocky  cleft  close  to  the 
ranch. 


About  midnight  Cody  decided  to  resr. 
A  few  hours  later  they  were  again  on 
the  trail,  which  led  them  through  a 
wilderness  of  scrub.  The  country 
appeared  to  have  been  ravaged  at  some 
distant  date  by  a  vast  forest  fire,  for 
only  here  and  there  a  few  iron  wood 
trees  were  s*tanding;  the  rest  consisted 
of  young  growth.  Certain  kinds  of 
small  game  existed  in  abundance,  and 
the  men  made  an  excellent  breakfast. 
Water  also  was  plentiful.  Their  pro¬ 
gress  was  necessarily  slow,  and  it  was 
not  until  the  afternoon  of  the  following 
day  that  they  gained  the  neighbour¬ 
hood  of  the  mysterious  ruins. 

Here,  for  the  first  time,  Black  Ulick 
evinced  signs  of  uneasiness,  and  more 
than  once  the  scout  was  forced  to  urge 
him  sharply  on.  He  seemed  to  wish 
to  hangVback,  and  though,  when  ques¬ 
tioned,  he  expressed  the  same  devotion 
to  his  master,  be  appeared  loth  to 
approach  nearer  to  the  spot  where  he 
had  every  reason  to  believe  his  master 
was  held  a  captive. 

They’  had  penetrated  nearly  a  mile 
into  a  forest  of  black  oaks,  when  the 
negro,  trembling  all  over,  turned  to 
Buffalo  Bill  and  faltered  out  that  he 
could  go  no  further. 

‘‘What’s  the  matter ?”  the  scout 
demanded. 

Before  Black  Ulick  could  reply  Cody 
was  startled  to  hear  himself  addressed 
by  name  in  a  singularly  soft  and  musical 
voice. 

“Let  not  my  paleface  brother  move 
if  he  would  save  his  life.” 

Buffalo  Bill  remained  motionless  and 
silent  for  more  than  a  minute,  unplea¬ 
santly  conscious  that  he  was  wholly  at 
the  mercy  of  this  unknown  newcomer. 

“  Who  speaks ?”  he  then  demanded. 

“The  Spirit  of  the  Wood.  Let  the 
paleface  warrior  go  back.” 

Cody  gave  a  start,  for  the  voice' 
sounded  much  nearer.  A  feeling  of 
toger  possessed  him.  Suddenly  his 
attention  was  attracted  to  Black  Ulick, 
who  with  a  lurch  rolled  to  his  feet  un¬ 
conscious. 

A  moment  later  the  bushes  parted  in 
^  figure  stood  before  him. 

To  say  that  he  was  amazed  barely 
^scribes  his  feelings  at  that  moment 
He  had  expected  a  painted  redskin  of 
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savage  aspect.  Instead  he  found  his 
challenge  answered  by  a  young  Indian 
girl. 

Tall,  liglit,  and  gracefully  formed, 
she  looked  the  sylvan  goddess  of  her 
native  wilds.  Her  features  were  of 
remarkahle  regularity,  and  even  had 
they  been  less  regular  her  magnificent 
dark  eyes  would  have  given  a  sprightli¬ 
ness  and  animation  to  her  countenance 
preferable  to  mere  beauty  of  outline. 
Strings  of  coloured  beads  were  woven 
in  the  braids  of  her  long  hair,  and 
wound  round  her  head.  Large  golden 
rings  hung  in  her  ears,  and  her  neck 
was  covered,  with  chains  of  gold  of 
quaint  design.  A  calico  robe  of  gor¬ 
geous  colours  was  fastened  at  the  waist 
with  a  richly  wrought  w^ampum  belt, 
and  moccasins,  embroidered  with  beads, 
covered  her  delicate  feet. 

The  girl  carried  a  small  rifle,  and 
faced  Buffalo  Bill  defiantly. 

^^The  paleface  is  bold,^^  she  observed. 

Cody  w^atched  her  quietly  for  some 
moments  before  replying.  There  was 
something  in  her  manner  which  con¬ 
vinced  him  that  she  was  ill  at  ease, 
though  whether  on  account  of  his 
presence  or  for  some  other  reason  he 
had  no  means  of  deciding.  He  shaped 
his  reply  accordingly. 

“The  Sunflower  speaks  wisely,”  he 
said.  “The  paleface  is  bold  to  avenge 
the  injury  of  a  comrade.” 

The  Indian  maiden  gave  a  queer  little 
smile. 

“  He  is  foolish  to  brave  the  w  rath  of 
the  great  medicine-man,  King  Sun,” 
she  answered.  “Wherefore  does  he  ven¬ 
ture  into  the  Comanches’  hunting- 
grounds  with  the  black  man?” 

Buffalo  Bill  saw  that  she  was  halting 
between  two  opinions.  Sunflower  loved 
Ned  Masters,  who  was  a  prisoner,  pro¬ 
bably  under  sentence  of  torture  and 
death,  and  she  wished  to  save  him,  but 
could  not  do  so  without  outside  aid. 

“Why  does  Sunflower  seek  the  help 
of  the  paleface 

“Does  the  paleface  know  that  Sun¬ 
flower  has  but  to  call  and  a  hundred 
braves  will  spring  from  the  woods  and 
surround  him?”  she  said. 

“  But  Sunflower  would  rather  die  than 
call.” 

“WTiy?” 


Her  eyes  flashed  tlie  question. 

“  Because  the  paleface  is  of  more  use  j 
to  her  alive  than  dead.” 

“Buffalo  Bill,  the  great  paleface  i 
warrior,  speaks  truly.  Sunflower  would  j 
sooner  die  than  call  her  braves,”  thoi 
girl  replied,  in  a  low  but  firm  under¬ 
tone.  “He  can  trust  her.  See!  she 
buries  the  hatchet.” 

As  she  spoke.  Sunflower  snatched  a  | 
small,  gold-tipped  tomahawk  from  her 
wampum  belt,  where  it  had  hitherto 
been  concealed,  land  drove  blade  and 
baft  into  the  soft,  yielding  ground.  It 
w^as  an  act  which  meant  much,  and 
when,  wdth  a  gesture  of  impatience,  she 
intimated  to  Buffalo  Bill  that  she  de¬ 
sired  him  to  follow  her,  he  knew  that 
she  entertained  no  designs  upon  his 
own  freedom.  He  happened,  however, 
to  observe  Black  Ulick,  who  had  partly 
recovered  consciousness.  The  girl  noted 
liim,  too,  'and  brushing  past  the  scout, 
bent  over  the  prostrate  negro. 

“If  the  black  man  would  live,  let 
him  not  move  till  the  paleface  returns 
with  his  master,”  she  commanded. 

A  frightene.d  gasp  w^as  the  only 
answer  the  negro  made,  but  it  appar¬ 
ently  satisfied  the  Indian  maiden,  who, 
beckoning  to  Buffalo-  Bill,  darted  into 
the  undergrowth. 

The  scout  w>as  not  slow  to  follow ;  but 
he  soon  found  it  difficult  to  keep  pace 
with  his  agile  guide.  The  undergrowth 
seemed  to  become  denser  as  they  ad¬ 
vanced,  till,  shrouded  in  gloom,  they 
reached  a  spot  where  furthe-r  outlet 
seemed  impossible. 

The  girl  paused  and  turned  to  her 
companion. 

“Why  did  the  paleface  chief  venture 
hither?”  she  asked,  once  again. 

“To  seek  his  friends.  Surely  Sun¬ 
flower  has  not  dealt  kindly  with  them; 
her  father’s  braves  have  carried  them 
off,  and  they  have  burned  the  paleface’s 
ranch - ” 

He  got  no  further,  for  a  gasp,  some¬ 
thing  between  a  cry  of  pain  and  terror, 
broke  from  the  girl.  She  gripped  his 
arm  almost  fiercely. 

“  They  have  burned  my  white 
brother’s  ranch,  and  what  more?”  she 
exclaimed. 

Intuitively  Buffalo  Bill  guessed  that 
she  referred  to  the  presence  of  the  trea- 
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sure.  It  was  a  matter  which  he  hardly 
understood  himself,  and  consequently 
the  subject  was  a  delicate  one  to  handle. 
In  any  case,  it  was  clear  that  if  the 
treasure  had  been  removed  from  the 
ruins  the  girl  was  aware  of  the  fact. 

‘‘  I  know^  not  what  else/’  he  answ’ered, 
^‘unless  it  be  that  something  that  was 
hidden  in  the  ground  near  the  ranch 
has  been  dug  up.” 

“  My  father’s  braves  are  cursed ;  let 
them  die  like  squaivs.  Let  them  fall 
before  the  shooting-rods  of  the  pale¬ 
face  w’^arriors.  Sunflow^er  has  spoken. 
They  would  slay  her  paleface  brother; 
he  saved  her  life  once,  and  she  loves 
him  ;  but  for  manj^  moons  her  heart  has 
been  sick  to  death.  He  loves  a  pale¬ 
face  maiden,,  and  he  looks  no  more  with 
favour  upon  the  face  of  his  Indian 
sister.  But  Sunflower  can  save  him  if 
the  paleface  scout  will  help.” 

The  paleface  will  do  what  Sunflow^er 
Wyants,  on  one  condition.” 

‘^King  Sun  must  have  a  victim,”  she 
answered  quickly.  ^‘The  paleface 
maiden  must  die.” 

“Nay;  she  must  be  freed  with  the 
others.” 

There  w'as  a  note  of  decision  in  Buf¬ 
falo  Bilks  retort  w^hich  impressed  his 
companion,  who  offered  no  reply  w^hat- 
ever,''but  seizing  him  by  the  wrist  led 
him  up  'to  a  leafy  barrier.  As  w^ell  as 
he  could  make  out  in  the  deep  gloom, 
it  W’as  impassable.  Nevertheless,  the 
girl  lightly  moved  back  the  surface 
foliage,  and  exposed  behind  a  pitchy- 
black  cavity. 

The  descent  wus  long  and  tedious,  but 
it  finally  brought  him  out  on  to  a  nar¬ 
row  ledge,  almost  hidden  by  the  close- 
grownng  trees  above  and  below’. 

Sunflow’er  was  standing  at  the  further 
end,  w’here,  through  a  gap,  the  sunlight 
stream'cd  down. 

Cody  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  scene 
beyond,  and  it  startled  him.  The 
ground  dipped  for  three  or  four  hun¬ 
dred  feet,  forming  an  extensive  hollow, 
from  the  middle  of  w’hich  there  rose  stu¬ 
pendous  w’alls.  Some  were  covered  with 
shrubs  and  embowered  in  wTld  vines, 
while  upon  the  wide  tops  of  others 
great  trees  had  fastened  their  roots. 

Inside  the  wulls  towered  the  sides  of 
vast  buildings,  all  roofless,  and  many  in 
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a  state  of  complete  decay.  These,  then 
were  the  mysterious  ruins  w’hich  had 
lately  so  excited  his  curiosity,  the  very 
existence  of  which  he  had  previously 
discredited. 

“  The  paleface  must  go  forward  blind¬ 
folded.  He  can  trust  Sunflow’er,”  she 
whispered. 

Before  Buffalo  Bill  could  reply  she 
deftly  covered  his  eyes  wdth  a  broad 
but  soft  strip  of  buffalo-hide.  And  then 
the  final  descent  was  made. 

At  length  his  guide  stopped,  and 
telling  him  to  kneel  she  pressed  a  line 
of  matted  thongs  between  his  hands. 

“L#et  the  paleface  slip  downn  the 
rope,”  she  w’hispered.  “Sunflow’er  will 
follow.” 

Without  a.  word,  but  w’ith  a  toler¬ 
ably  good  idea  of  the  course  which,  he 
had  taken,  the  scout  acted  on  this  sug¬ 
gestion.  Blindfolded,  and  with  his  rifle 
slung  across  his  back,  he  sw’ung  over 
the  edge  of  what  at  first  he  took  to 
be  a  steep  precipice,  but  which  by  the 
feel  he  soon  discovered'  to  be  one  of  the 
stupendous  wmlls  he  had  viewed  from 
above. 

He  began  to  slip  slowly  down  the 
line,  straining  his  ears  to  catch  the 
sound  of  his  companion’s  descent.  He 
had  probably  descended  a  distance  of 
thirty  feet  when  he  felt  the  line 
tighten  above,  followed  by  a  swaying 
movement,  which  told  him  that  Sun¬ 
flower  was  descending  upon  him.  A  few 
seconds  later  he  was  standing  on  firm 
ground. 

Cody  was  hugely  relieved  when  the 
girl  removed  the  bandage  from  his  eyes. 
He  noticed  that  they  were  at  the  end 
of  a  darkened  chamber.  The  roof  must 
have  been  very  high,  for  it  was  not 
visible.  But  he  looked  in  vain  for  their 
place  of  descent. 

“  Let  not  the  paleface  seek  to  pierce 
the  mysteries  of  the  great  temple,”  said 
Sunflower,  in  a  slightly  mocking  tone. 
“  He  shall  save  his  friends,  but  death 
shaU  be  his  portion  if  ho  does  more.” 

she  glided  swiftly  forward,  as  if 
anxious  to  get  Buffalo  Bill  away ;  but 
he  was  not  to  be  denied.  Pretending 
to  stumble,  he  took  a  swift  but  accurate 
survey  of  the  ground,  and  directly 
behind  he  noted  a  small  shaft  of  day¬ 
light.  In  a  moment  the  truth  flash^ 
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upon  him — the  wall  there  was  doubled; 
they  had  descended  a  shaft. 

He  resumed  an  upright  position 
before  the  Tiidian  girFs  suspicions  could 
bo  roused,  and  as  she  came  up  he  com¬ 
plained  of  'tlie  gloom  and.  impossibility 
of  picking  a  safe  course  over  the  many 
obstacles  on  the  ground. 

^^tet  the  paleface  follow  Sunflower,’^ 
she  whispered.  ''Speak  not  so  loud, 
lest  the  warriors  of  the  dead  notion,  be 
roused  from  their  long  sleep.’’ 

Buffalo  Bill  supposed  that  she  was 
striving  to  play  upon  his  fears,  but  he 
soon  discovered  that  her  words  referred 
literally  to  the  condition  of  the  cham¬ 
ber,  which,  to  his  horror,  he  found,  on 
proceeding,  to  be  really  a  mighty  cata¬ 
comb  strewn  with  dead  forms — human 
figures  dried  and  ^  withered,  once 
swathed  in  fabrics  which  had  long  since 
fallen  to  shreds. 

Cody  believed  them  to  be  the  re¬ 
mains  of  that  ancient  and  mysterious 
race,  the  Toltecs,  which  became  extinct 
many  centuries  ago,  the  people  who 
erected  these  and  other  mighty  build¬ 
ings  in  the  wildest  and  most  inacces¬ 
sible  parts  of  the  great  West. 

Still,  -that  the  bodies  should  have 
been  allowed  to  remain  there  uncovered 
gave  him  food  for  reflection,  knowing  as 
he  did  the  repugnance  entertained  by 
every  Comanche  warrior  to  the  presence 
of  the  dead.  The  only  conclusion  he 
could  arrive  at  fitted  in  with  the  facts — 
namely,  the  existence  of  these  cata¬ 
combs  could  not  be  generally  known  to 
the  Gomanches,  consequently  the  pas¬ 
sage  he  was  traversing,  and  the  mode 
of  reaching  it,  must  be  equally  unfami¬ 
liar  to  them.  .  ‘ 

Cody  watched  the  Indian  girl  very 
closely.  To  her,  at  least,  the  passage 
seemed  familiar,  for  she  turned  corners 
and  darted  along  narrow  alcoves  flanked 
by  massive  walls  without  the  slightest 
hesitation. 

Buffalo  Bill  began  to  wonder  vaguely 
when  this  zigzag  course  would  end. 
Then,  imperceptibly  at  first,  but  as  he 
continued  to  follow  the  maiden,  grow¬ 
ing  ominously  distinct,  a  variety  of 
sounds  burst  upon  his  ears.  They  con¬ 
sisted  of  the  savage  barking  of  dogs, 
mingled  with  the  shouts  and  singing  of 
a  number  of  Comanohes. 


The  scout  unslung  his  rifle  and  kept  I 
closer  to  his  guide,  who  suddenly  i 
paused. 

"  The  paleface  must  put  up  his  shoot-  • 
ing-rod,”  she  whispered,  "and  trust  to 
the  lightness  of  his  feet.  Behold,  my  | 
father’s  braves!” 

Buffalo  Bill  started,  so  gi'eat  was  his  . 
surprise,,  for  as  the  girl  spoke  she  drew* 
aside  some  hanging  buffalo  hides  and  ; 
disclosed  to  his  ga^ze  the  vast  proper-  > 
tions  of  an  old  Toltec  temple.  The  roof  ' 
was  curtained  in  darkness,  but  the  im-  ■ 
meiise  size  of  the  building  was  dimly 
visible  in  the  flickering  light  of  many 
fires  equi-distant  from  each  other. 
Grouped  about  the  fires  were  the 
Comanches,  from  whose  throats  rose  a 
weird  and  dismal  chant.  As  the  notes 
rose  and  fell,  each  man  struck  the 
naked  blade  of  his  neighbour’s  scalp¬ 
ing-knife  with  his  own.  It  was  an  un¬ 
canny  scene. 

Sunflower  dropped  back  the  buffalo- 
skin. 

"  A  hundred  braves  are  there,”  she 
whispered  unsteadily ;  "  and  they  are 
waiting  to  kill  the  victims  who  die  upon 
the  alt3,r  to  the  great  god  of  the  temple. 
Does  the  paleface  hear  the  dogs  ?  They 
will  presently  tear  the  paleface  pri¬ 
soners  to  pieces.  Let  us  hasten.” 

Again  she  raised  the  buffalo  hangings 
and  was  about  to  step  into  the  gloomy 
temple  when  Buffalo  Bill  quickly  re¬ 
strained  her  by  grasping  her  hand. 

"Hold!  The  paleface  has  now  seen!? 
enough.  He  would  be  led  tO'  his  friends 
that  he  may  save  them  from — from 
this !”  he  faltered. 

"Let  the  paleface  step  lightly  in  the 
shadow  of  Sunflower,  and  may  his  steps 
be  as  swift  as  the  wind.  The  way  leads 
through  the  temple  of  the  gods,”  re¬ 
plied  the  girl,  in  a  faint  whisper. 

She  waited  for  no  reply,  but,  disen¬ 
gaging  her  hand,  glided  rather  than 
stepped  into  the  grim  enclosure. 

Taking  care  to  have  his  rifle  in  readi¬ 
ness,  the  scout  slipped  off  his  heavy 
boots,  and,  tucking  them  under  one 
arm,  he  passed  into  the  dimly-lit  temple 
after  his  guide. 

Quickly  yet  cautiously  the  two  figures 
stole  along  in  "the  shadow  of  the  wall ; 
the  gleam  of  the  fires  did  not  reach 
them,  yet  it  needed  but  a  false  move, 
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the  very  faintest  sound,  to  discover 
them  to  those  bloodthirsty  worshippers. 

At  length  they  slipped  past  tb©  last 
flickering  tire^  and  were  smothered  up  in 
complete  darkness.  Sunflower  caught 
up  the  barrel  of  her  companion’s  rifle 
and  thus  she  led  him  forward. 

A  faint  gleam  of  light  ahead,  grow¬ 
ing  more  lurid  as  they  advanced,  told 
Buffalo  Bill  that  they  were  approaching 
another  fire.  The  fierce  snarling  of 
hungry  dogs  sounded  ominously  in  the 
distance. 

CHAPTER  7. 

Jealousy  and  Treachery. 

X^EPiNG  well  to  the  wall,  Buffalo  Bill 
and  Sunflower  crept  up  where  the 
great  fire  blazed.  The  loud  yelping  of 
the  dogs  made  speech  impossible,  but 
the  girl  turned  and  made  a  sign  which 
her  companion  readily  understood. 

In  obedience  to  it  he  dropped  on 
hands  and  knees  and  followed  her  as  she 
walked  along  boldly  to  the  end  of  a 
tapering  passage.  Suddenly  she  dis¬ 
appeared,  and,  as  if  by  magic,  the  dogs 
hushed  their  fierce  yelping.  A  moment 
later  Cody,  too,  passed  the  end  of  the 
passage  and  crossed  the  threshold  of  a 
dimly  lit  hall  of  the  same  imposing 
dimensions  as  those  which  he  had 
already  traversed.  He  then  heard  his 
own  name  pronounced,  and  a  glad  cry 
of  recognition  burst  from'  his  lips. 

‘^Kingston!  Thank  Heaven  I  have 
found  you!”  he  exclaimed,  starting  for¬ 
ward,  only  to  recoil  involuntarily. 

The  young  clergyman  was  secured  to 
a  tall,  upright  stake,  and  as  the  scout 
moved  towards  him  a  large  dog  sprang 
out,  and,  snarling  fiercely,  rushed  for¬ 
ward,  displaying  its  gleaming  fangs.  As 
it  sprang  almost  within  biting  distance 
of  the  helpless  prisoner,  something 
seemed  to  jerk  it  backwards. 

With  rifle  clubbed,  Buffalo  Bill  darted 
past  his  bound  friend  and  struck  the 
brute  a  fearful  blow,  killing  it  in¬ 
stantly. 

Next  moment  he  uttered  a  cry  of 
fear,  for  upron  all  sides  a  yelping  majss 
of  dogs  sprang  up.  He  must  have  been 
torn  to  pieces  but  for  Sunflower’s 
promptitude  in  dragging  him  away. 

^'The  paleface  is  not  wise!”  she  cried. 
“Behold  bis  friend  1” 


She  pointed  paist  Kingston,  and  in 
the  gloom  beyond  he  noticed  another 
figure — the  figure  of  a  young  man, 
slight,  but  muscular,  and  singularly 
good-looking.  Though  Buffa.Lo  Bill  bad 
never  seen  him  before,  he  knew  this 
must  be  Ned  Masters.  Instinctively  he 
soiught  for  the  third  prisoner. 

Sunflower  seemed  to  understand  w^hat 
was  passing  in  his  mind,  for,  with  a 
bitter  laugh,  she  stepped  to  the  scout’s 
side  and  led  him  through  the  snarling, 
straining  pack  of  wolfish  dogs  to  where 
the  third  prisoner  was  fastened. 

“Behold  the  Golden  Hair  who  has 
stolen  the  love  of  the  paleface  from 
Sunflower !” .she  cried. 

Her  voice,  which  was  just  audible 
above  the  fierce  discord,  attracted  the 
unhappy  captive’s  attention.  She 
looked  round,  and  in  the  gloom  her  eyes 
met  Buffalo  Bril'’ s.  A  lovelier  face  the 
scout  had  never  seen.  The  Indian  girl 
laughed  tauntingly. 

“Listen!”  she  cried,  addressing  the 
prisoners  in  English.  “Once  in  many 
moons  the  great  medicine-man  ot  the 
Comanche  nation  holds  a.  dog-fca&t  in 
the  temple  of  the  gods,  wbe'i  a  living 
victim  is  sacrificed  to  the  Great  Spirit. 
The  moon  will  rise  to-night  on  such  a 
scene  unlei^s  Sunflower  saves  the  pale¬ 
face  prisoners.  They  are  her  friends ; 
on©  of  theih  she  loves  better  than  her 
own  life,  but  he  scorns  her  love  and  has 
given  his  heart  into  the  keeping  of 
Golden  Hair.  That  must  not  be.  The 
paleface  must  mari'y  Sunflower,  or  he 
shall  die,  and  his  friends,  too.  Sun¬ 
flower  has  spoken.  She  will  return  pre¬ 
sently  and  learn  what  the  paleface  has 
decided  to  do.” 

A  grim  silence  followed  this  an- 
nounceiment,  broken  only  by  the 
retreating  movements  of  the  speaker. 
She  was  gone  before  Buffalo  Bill  could 
offer  any  reply. 

Instantly  the  fierce  yelping  of  the 
dogs  broke  out  again,  making  speech 
impossible.  The  brutes  were  chained  to 
small  stakes  driven  into  the  ground, 
a.nd  so  arranged  as  to  mals?e  it  kuipes- 
sible  for  them  to  attack  the  prisoners. 

As  Buffalo  Bill  noted  this,  something 
else  arrested  his  attention.  The  dim 
light  which  filled  the  hall,  and  which 
he  had  first  supposed  was  the  reflection 
of  the  soatter^  fire©,  really,  proceeded 
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from  that  portion  faced  by  the  prisoners 
and  occupied  by  Iriniself.  Wheeling 
round,  he  was  startled  to  behold  vbat 
very  closely  resembled  a  wall  of  pale 
bluish  flame  trembling  weirdly  in  the 
gloom.  The  truth  flashed  suddenly 
upon  him:  it  was  phosphorous.  The 
very  nature  of  the  buildings  would 
account  for  this. 

With  an  inward  sense  of  relief  Cody 
turned  his  attention  to  the  prisoners. 
Kingston  was  the  nearest,  and  as  ho 
approached  him  the  savage  dogs 
strained  at  their  leashes,  striving  furi¬ 
ously  to  get  at  him. 

“How  did  you  get  here,  sir?”  asked 
the  young  clergyman  hoarsely.  “  We — 
wo  had  given  up  all  hope.” 

“  I  followed  your  trail,  and  the  Indian 
-  girl  was  good  enough  to  bring  me 
hither.  You  have  hoard  her  condi¬ 
tions  ?” 

“  Yes ;  I  heard,  but  they  will  never  be 
complied  with.” 

“  But  the  sacrifice  will  ensure  your 
freedom  as  well  as  the  lady’s.  Have 
you  any  proposal  to  make?” 

“Yes,  Colonel  Cody,  I  have..  Listen! 
You  are  free — at  least  you  are  not 
fastened  hand  and  foot  as  we  are;  you 
can  release  us.  Ned  must  get  into  my 
clothes,  and  I  will  get  into  his.  The 
disguise  may  be  a  poor  one,  but  all  the 
same  it  may  serve  to  ensure  his  safety 
and  Miss  Neil’s.” 

“  And  you  ?”  inquired  the  scout. 

“No  matter;  I  accept  the  risk.  Be¬ 
lieve  me,  colonel,  this  is  the  only 
chance.  Take  no  lofusal  from  either 
Ned  or  Miss  Neil.  You  understand, 
sir?” 

“  I  understand  that  you  are  willing  to 
make  an  heroic  sacrifice,”  responded 
Buffalo  Bill,  who,  while  Alec  Kingston 
w'as  speaking,  had  been  busy  cutting 
I  through  the  thongs  which  bound  him  to 
'the  stake. 

A  few  minutes  later  be  had  performed 
the>  same  valuable  service  for  Ned 
Masters.  The  latter  was  slightly 
'shorter,  and  not  quite  so  broad  in  build 
las  Kingston,  though  in  the  gloom  the 
‘difference  was  not  easily  detected. 

In  a  few  hurried  words  Kingston  ex- 
, plained  his  plan  to  Ned,  but  the  latter 
indignantly  refused  to  avail  himself  of 
ithe  young  clergyman’s  g;enerosity. 

“  Unhappily  t  am  the  innocent  cause 


of  our  present  dire  straits,”  he  cried. 

“  I  am  not  afraid  to  brave  the  danger, 
though  I  shudder  at  poor  Lucy’s  hideous 
fate.  She  can  slip  away  unseen  now 
with  you,  Colonel  Cody.” 

“That  is  sheer  madness,”  said  Buffalo 
Bill,  partly  in  anger,  though  he  admired 
the  grand  courage  w^hich  the  young 
pioneej*  displayed.  “  I  do  not  know  the 
turns  and  twists  of  this  uncanny  place 
sufficiently  well  to  be  sure  of  a  success¬ 
ful  issue.  You  do.  And  if  this  lady 
has  to  be  saved  it  is  to  you  to  whom  we 
look  to  save  her.  Come,  sir,  I  see  no 
alternative.  You  must  change  places 
wuth  Alec  Kingston.” 

Ned  Masters  waited  tO'  hear  no  more. 
Almost  befpi'e  Cody  had  finished  s^x^ak- 
ing  he  darted  through  the  gloom  up  to 
Lucy’s  side. 

“My  darling,”  he  whispered,  ^^lave 
courage;  we  ^all  escape.  You  have 
heard  of  Colonel  Cody.  It  is  he  who 
has  liberated  me,  and  here  ne  conKS  to 
free  you,  too.” 

Alec  also  joined  the  group  c‘n»l  n^ade 
known  his  proposal  to  Lucy. 

“Mr.  Kingston,”  she  said,  “it  would 
not  be  right  to  accept  your  noble  sacri¬ 
fice.  When  Sunflower  returns  she  will 
at  once  detect  the  imposture,  and  our 
case  would  then  be  hopeless.  We  must 
escape  now  together.” 

At  that  moment  she  was  startled  by 
the  sound  of  a  heavy  fall  and  a  ci*y  of 
dismay  from  Buffalo  Bill,  w’ho,  unwit-  , 
tingly,  had  ventured  too  near  one  of  the 
great  dogs.  With  a 'fierce  growl  the  ^ 
animal  had  seized  him,  ^d  in  a  moment 
be  was  down.  Ere  his  friends  could 
come  to  his  assistance  a  shrill  cry  of 
alarm  broke  from  a  crouching  figure  on 
the  threshold  of  the  mighty  hall. 

“Quick!  Merciful  Heaven,  we  are 
discovered!”  gasped  Ned. 

He  caught  Lucy  up  in  his  arms  and 
darted  across  the  vast  chamber  towards 
the  distant,  phosphorescent  band  of 
light. 

Alec  saw  him  stagger,  and  at  a  couple 
of  bounds  reached  his  side  in  time  to 
support  Ned’s  lovely  burden. 

“Look  out!”  he  whispered.  The 
redskin  girl  has  brought  the  whole  crew 

of  braves  upon  us !”  .  ,  j 

It  was  true.  The  Indian  girl  s  loud 
cry  had  brought  a  score  of  braves  racing 
over  the  threshold. 
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With  all  the.  cunning  of  her  race  she 
had  returned  unnoticed  to  the  chamber, 
and  watched  Buffalo  Bill  release  the 
three  captives.  She  had  waited  there 
on  the  threshold  undeqided  for  a  few 
moments.  Then,  overcome  by  a  fierce 
pang  of  jealous  rage,  she  had  raised 
the  alarm,  and  now,  like  a  tigress,  she 
was  urging  the  braves  tO'  again  secure 
the  prisoners. 

This  was  soon  done,  despite  their 
struggles,  and  Alec,  Ned,  and  Lucy 
found  themselves  in  the  toils  once  more. 

The  Indian  girl,  with  all  the  innate 
cruelty  of  her  nation  roused  to  a  fierce 
pitch,  fixed  her  eyes  gloatingly  upon  the 
helpless  paleface  r;  maiden — the  girl 
whose  father’s  hospitality  she  had  so 
recently  enjoyed — the  girl  for  whom  she 
had  often  expressed  the  most  engaging 
friendship.  No  gentle  feeling  filled 
Sunflower’s  breast  now  ;  she  was  cruel — 
pitilessly  cruel.  She  had  never  in¬ 
tended  that  either  Lucy  Neil  or  Alec 
Kingston  should  escape.  She  herself, 
while  enjoying  the  shelter  of  Neil’s 
Ranch,  had  planned  their  capture.  Her 


father’s  braves  had  surrounded  them  an 
hour  after  JBlack  Ulick  had  been  des¬ 
patched  to  Ned  with  the  news  of  their 
approach . 

Sunflower  had  deemed  it  prudent  to 
accompany  the  braves  to  the  ruins,  in¬ 
tending  herself  to  convey  the  news  of 
Lucy’s  end  to  Ned.  But  she  had  not 
reckoned  upon  the  bitter  hostility  of 
the  trapper,  Slug  Seven,  to  Ned  Mas¬ 
ters.  The  trapper  knew  that  the 
Comanches  had  been  sent  upK>n  the  war¬ 
path  by  the  crafty  medicine-man  King 
Sun  in  order  that  the  latter  might 
secretly  remove  the  Toltec  treasure  in 
the  temple  of  the  gods  to  a  more  secure 
hiding-place.  He  had  found  out,  more¬ 
over,  that  Ned,  with  the  connivance  of 
Sunflower,  had  frequently  visited  the 
ruins  and  carried  away  a  small  fortune, 
but  he  did  not  know  w’here  this  was 
deposited. 

When  Slug  Seven  had  offered  to  carry 
Buffalo  Bill’s  message  to  Ned’s  Ranch, 
it  was  with  the  express  purpose  of  dis¬ 
closing  the  above  facts  to  King  Sun. 

The  medicine-man  acted  promptly  by 
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Crown  Court,  Chancery  Lane,  London,  W.C.  2,  enclosing 
Threepence  for  the  Certificate,  Badge  and  Secret  Signs, 
which  are  forwarded  to  each  recruit.  Beyond  this 
threepence  there  is  absolutely  no  expense  incurred,  and 
your  membership  lasts  for  life,  provided  you  abide  by 
the  rules  of  the  Brotherhood.  Foreign  or  Colonial 
recruits  must  send  exchange  coupon  for  4d.,  as  foreign 
stamps  are  useless  in  England. 

When  you  have  joined  you  can  get  other  fellows  of 
„  your  neighbourhood  to  follow  your  example  and  form 
a  local  branch  of  the  Brotherhood.  Football  and 
athletic  clubs  can  be  formed  in  this  way.  If  you  send 
up  the  names  and  coupons  of  six  recruits  in  one  envelope 
vyu  will  gain  promotion  to  Lieutenant,  while  Twelve 
Reoi  aits  will  make  you  a  Captain. 


RULES  OF  THE  BROTHERHOOD. 

The  rules  which  members  have  to  agree  to  abide  by 
are  quite  simple : — 

1.  To  be  true  to  themselves  and  to  their  friends. 
2.  To  do  their  best  to  help  one  another  in  time  of 
trouble  and  distress.  3.  To  be  kind  to  animals,  and 
prevent  cruelty  to  dumb  creatures  by  others.  4.  To 
strive  to  stamp. out  bullying,  cowardice,  and  the  use  of 
vulgar  language.  5.  To  be  loyal  to  their  country  in 
peace  and  war.  6.  To  be  truthful,  generous,  honourable 
manly,  and  brave.  7.  To  lend  a  hand  in  a  moment  of 
danger  to  everybody,  whether  they  be  fellow  member^ 
or  not. 

NOTE  THIS.—Each  Recruit  must  Jill  ^  the  form 
and  send  it,*  with  Threepence  in  stamps,  to 
the  President.  Unless  this  is  done  membership  will 
not  be  allowed. 

The  Official  Organs  of  the  True  Blue  Brotherhoo<i 
are  The  Aldine  “  ’Tec  Tales,”  “  Aldiue  Football 
Stories.’  Buffalo  Bill  Library.”  and  ”  Buffalo  Bill 
Novels,”  and  news  of  the  Brotherhood  will  appear 
from  time  to  time  in  those  books. 


TRUE  BLUE  BROTHERHOOD  COUPON. 

I  wish  to  join  the  True  Blue  Brotherhood.  I  promise  to  faithfully  keep 


(Signed)  Name 
Address . 


BUFFALO  BILLS  LOST  CLUE 


surrouaiding  the  ranch  and  burning  it 
to  the  ground.  Ned  unluckily  fell  into 
his  hands.  Consequently,  Sunflower’s 
distress  had  been  genuine  .when  she 
found  Ned  a  pirisoner  and  doomed  to 
suffer  the  same  fate  as  that  which  she 
herself  had  designed  for  Lucy  and  Alec 
Kingston.  Chance  had  brought  Buffalo 
Bill  to  the  spot,  and  she  had  seen  an 
opportunity  of  saving  Ned,  but  she  had 
no  intention  of  allowing  the  others  to 
escape. 

As  she  glanced  now  from  Lucy  to  Ned 
her  fierce  jealousy  condemned  him  to 
the  same  fate.  The  climax  was 
reached.  She  spoke  some  words  to  the 
braves,  and  the  great  chamber  rang 
with  their  fierce,  exulting  shout. 

It  was  this  shout  which  roused  Buffalo 
Bill  from  the  stupor  following  his  sud¬ 
den  fall.  By  a,  wonderful  providence 
he  had  missed  fatal  injury  by  rolling 
just  out  of  reach  of  the  dogs’  fangs. 
He  now  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dis¬ 
appearing  crowd  of  braves,  and  the 
whole  fearful  tragedy  flashed  upon  him 
at  once. 

“Apparently  that  little  vixen  has 
overlooked  me  in  the  struggle,”  he  mut¬ 
tered.  “That  shall  be  her  undoing,  I’ll 
save  her  victims,  or  die  in  harness.” 

Buffalo  Bill  snatched  up  his  rifle,  and, 
scrambling  to  his  feet,  started  at  a  run 
for  the  passage.  He  had  proceeded  but 
a  very  little  distance  when  a  strange 
thought  occurred  to  him.  He  halted 
and  ran  his  eye  quickly  over  the  crowd 
'of  yelping  dogs. 

“By  Heaven,  I’ll  do  it!”  he  cried. 
“There’s  some  risk,  but  it  may  save 
them.  ” 

He  took  a  few  rapid  steps  back  and 
leaned  his  rifle  against  one  of  the  up¬ 
right  stakes'.  In  an  instant  his  knife 
was  out.  He  felt  the  keen  edge  to 
make  all  sure,  then,  springing  in 
J  amongst  the  dogs,  he  seized  the  fore- 
^jmost  by  the  throat  in  such  a  manner 
that  it  was  impossible  for  the  brute  to 
bite  him.  One  sweep  of  the  khife 
severed  the  leash  around  the  animal’s 
neck  which  secured  it  to  the  chain  at- 
(tached  to  the  stake. 

The  beast,  struggling  in  his  grasp, 
bbunded  forward,  but  in  a  trice  Buffalo 
Bill  lifted  it  off  its  feet  and  carried  ir 
[snapping  and  snarling  to  where  the 


trembling  line  of  phosphorescent  light 
lose  and  fell.  The  brute  renewed  its 
frantic  struggles  as  he  rolled  it  in  the 
phosphorus.  Finally  he  let  it  go. 

Like  d  living  fire-ball,  and  mad  with 
terror,  the  dog  dashed  off. 

In  quick  rotation  Buffalo  Bill  treated 
similarly  five  more  of  the  brutes,  which 
rushed  off  in  the  luminous  tracks  of  the 
first.  Then,  recovering  his  rifle,  he 
passed  hurriedly  out  of  the  weird  cham¬ 
ber.  Halfway  down  the  passage  he  dis¬ 
tinguished  the  smoking  shapes  of  the 
terrified  animals.  They  were  uttering 
such  cries  as  he  knew  would  assuredly 
attract  the  attention  of  the  Comanches 
to  them.  . 

A  heavy  curtain  of  buffalo-hides 
barred  their  passage,  but  this  "was  sud¬ 
denly  drawn  aside. 

The  first  dog  sprang  at  the  sentinel. 
There  was  a  struggle,  a  scream,  followed 
by  a  perfect  pandemonium  of  sounds  as 
the  ghostly-looking  brutes  bounded  into 
the  great  temple. 

A  fearful  panic  then  seized  the 
Comanche  braves.  Naturally  super¬ 
stitious,  and  surrounded  by  the  grim 
secrets  of  the  past,  the  first  gasp  of 
surprise  gave  place  to  unreasoning 
terror  when  they  beheld  the  six  lumi¬ 
nous  forms  rush  into  their  midst. 

In  a  moment  their  intended  victims 
were  forgotten.  The  guards  who  sup¬ 
ported  the  three  prisoners  fled,  giving 
vent  to  howls  of  terror,  and  their 
example  was  instantly  followed  by  the 
rest  of  the  braves.  Their  panic-stricken 
yells  smothpred  the  fierce  yelping  of  the 
dogs,  which  immediately  attacked  them. 
Two  or  three  of  the  brutes  were  slain, 
and  then  the  truth  began  to  dawn  upon 
a  few  of  the  braves,  who,  headed  by 
King  Sun,  strove  desperately  .'to  rally 
the  panic-stricken  redskins. 

CHAPTOK  8. 

The  Doom  of  Slug  Seven. 

Buffalo  Bill,  who  had  watched  the 
scene  from  the  entrance  to  the  temple, 
saw  the  tall,  almost  naked  figure  of  the 
medicine-man  hurl  himself  upon  Aleo 
Kingston. 

Ned  was  supporting  the  unconscious 
form  of  Lucy. 

Quick  as  thought  the  scout  brought 
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his  rifle  to  his  shoiilderj  and,  taking 
rapid  aim  at  his  friend’s  assailant,  fired. 

King  Sun,  the  medicine-man  of  the 
Comanche  nation,  sprang  high  into  the 
air,  and  dropped  back  across  one  of  the 
smouldering  fires. 

Terror-stricken,  the  few  Comanches 
who  had  rallied  round  him  fled.  They 
heard  neither  the  sound  of  the  shot  nor 
perceived  the  firer,  and  in  the  con¬ 
fusion  Buffalo  Bill  found  it  compara¬ 
tively  easy  to  steal  up  to  his  friends. 

Thank  Heaven,  IVe  come  in  time!^’ 
he  cried.  “But  a  moment’s  delay  is 
dangerous.  Sunflower  is  not  deceived, 
and  she  is  rallying  the  warriors 
yonder.  ” 

Buffalo  Bill  was  not  mistaken,  for  the 
Indian  girl,  who  had  divined  the  truth 
from  the  outset,  began  to  realise  that 
her  fierce  revenge  was  likely  ^  to  be 
snatched  away.  She  caught  sight  of 
the  scout  and, ,  raising  her  voice  to  a 
shrill  pitch,  succeeded  in  drawing  the 
attention  of  several  of  the  Comanches 
to  him. 

Lucy  Neil  was  lying  unconscious  in 
Ned’s  arms.  Buffalo  Bill  snatched  her 
up,  and,  followed  by  Alec  and  Ned, 
dashed  across  the  vast  building,  pur¬ 
sued  by  a  flight  of  arrows. 

“They  are  after  us! — quick!”  he 
cried.  “Take  my  rifle,  and  keep  them 
at  bay !  ” 

A  few  moments  later  they  had  gained 
the  cover  of  the  passage  leading  into 
the  catacombs,  but  '^ey  heard  Sun¬ 
flower’s  shrill  voice  still  urging  the  Co- 
mancHes  on. 

“The  brutes  are  hot  upon  our  trail,” 
said  Cody  hoarsely. 

At  length  they  stumbled  through  the 
catacombs  into  a  narrow  shaft  of  light. 

“Do  you  know  the  way,  Ned  Mas¬ 
ters?”  demanded  the  scout. 

“Tes;  there’s  a  passage  in  the  wall 
i  ten  feet  from  the  end  of  the  line.” 

“Then  look  slippery.  I’ll  hand  Miss 
Neil  up  to  you.” 

Buffalo  Bill  was  as  good  as  his  word, 
for  Ned  having  swarmed  up  the  line, 
a  height  of  ten  feet,  planted  Jiis  legs 
firmly  inside  a  recess  in  the  wall,  and 
reaching  down,  seized  the  still  uncon¬ 
scious  girl  whom  Cody  had  supported. 

“Press  upwards,”  the  scout  cried; 
don’t  wait  for  us.  We  will  follow.” 


He  had  scarcely  finished  when  Kings¬ 
ton  discharged  the  remaining  barr<d  of 
the  scout’s  rifle.  He  turned  to  Buffalo 
Bill  with  a  scared  look. 

“We  shall  never  keep  them  at  bay, 
he  cried;  “they  are  swarming  through 
the  catacombs.” 

“Can  you  climb?”  asked  the  scout. 

“Yes.” 

“Then  swarm  up  that  line  and  follow 
Ned;  he’ll  need  your  help  to  get  Miss 
Neil  along.  Never  mind  me;  I’ll 
manage  to  stay  these  brutes*  rush.  If 
we  once  get  out  of  this  horrible  trap 
we’ll  show  them  a  clean  pair  of  heels.” 

Buffalo  Bill  spoke  in  a  tone  which 
permitted  no  refusal.  He  snatched  the 
rifle  from  Kingston,  and  as  the  latter 
began  to  swarm  up  the  line  he  darted 
to  the  opening  of  the  shaft  and  took  a 
hurried  survey  of  the  oncoming  foe. 

Nearly  fifty  Comanches  were  racihg 
through  the  catacombs,  the  foremost 
being  within  a  few  dozen  yards  of  the 
open  shaft. 

Buffalo  Bill  saw  that  there  was  no 
time  to  reload,  so  slinging  the  rifle 
across  his  back,  he  drew  his  brace  of  re- 
volvei’s  and  fired  point-blank  at  the  on¬ 
coming  redskins. 

A  yell  of  agony,  followed  by  another 
and  another,  showed  that  the  shots  had 
told. 

Glancing  anxiously  back,  he  saw  that 
Alec  had  gained  the  recess  above,  and 
was  in  the  act  of  assisting  Ned  to  bear 
Lucy  up  the  rough-hewn  steps  in  the 
side  of  the  wall. 

Now  or  never!  He  had  emptied  the 
contents  of  both  revolvers,  and  had 
momentarily  checked  the  redskins’  ad¬ 
vance.  He  turned,  and  at  a  bound 
reached  the  trailing  line. 

With  his  teeth  set  and  every  muscle 
strained  to  the  utmost,  Buffalo  Bill 
swarmed  up,  gained  the  recess,  and 
pressed  hurriedly  back  against  the  wall 
to  avoid  the  shower  of  arrows  which  the 
enraged  Comanches  let  fly. 

He  was  thankful  to  know  that  his 
companions  were,  for  the  time  being  at 
least,  beyond  the  range  of  these  deadly 
missiles.  As  he  leaned  back,  panting 
under  the  exertions  he  had  undergone, 
the  head  and  shoulders  of  a  warrior  who 
had  swarmed  up  the  line  after  him 
appeared. 
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Ih'e  Oomanolie  gave  a  yell  and^  pre¬ 
pared  to  scramble  into  the  recess. 

Buffalo  Bill  drew  his  hunting-knife 
and  struck  at  the  redskin,,  who,  with  a 
gasp  and  a  shudder,  plunged  down. 

Another  moment  and  the  scout  began 
to  mount  the  rough-hewn  steps.  They 
reached  nearly  to  the  top  of  the  wall, 
but  the  intervening  space  was  easily 
crossed  by  the  help  of  the  line.  Here 
he  found  his  companions,  and  Ned,  with 
.a  swift  blow  of  his  knife,  severed  the 
rope,  thus  checking  the  Indians’ 
pursuit. 

Hurrying  up  the  twisting  tunnel  in 
the  rock  the  little  ,  party  presently 
reached  the  densely-timbered  slope.  In¬ 
stead  of  rhaking  the  ascent  here,  Ned 
turned  off  to  the  right,  explaining  that 
the  track  he  had  taken,  though  longer, 
would  be  the  easier  to  surmount.  And 
so  it  proved.  Again  they'  were  plunged 
into  subterranean  darkness,  emerging 
at  last  amid  the  thick  undergrowth  of 
the  wood  above. 

All  at  once  a  figure  loomed  across 
their  path. 

“It’s  Black  Ulick!  Hurrah!”  shouted 
Ned,  dashing  forward  to  reassure  the 
negro,  who  appeared  distracted  with 

fear. 

It  seemed  that  a  party  of  Comanches 
had  gained  the  wo(^  through  another 
channel,  and  were  then  beating  through 
the  undergrowth  to  secure  the  fugitives. 
Nothing  daunted,  Buffalo  Bill  led  his 
little  party  off  at  right  angles  till 
further  progress  was  arrested  by  an 
almost  perpendicular  break  in  the 
ground. 

To  retreat  was  out  of  the  question, 
their  only  chance  lay  in  climbing  one 
of  the  black  oaks  and  getting  away 
later  on  under  cover  of  tht  darkness.  _ 

The  proposal  was  more  easily  made 
than  can  ied  out,  but  at  last  they  were 
safely  esconced  among  the  forking 
branches  overhead.  In  suspense  they 
waited  while  the  sounds  of  pursuit 
came  nearer  and  still  nearer.  Suddenly 
a  despairing  cry,  dear  and  sharp,  rang 
out  above  the  yells  of  the  Oomanches. 

A  moment  later  the  figure  of  Slug 
Seven  burst  into  sight.  A  shower  of 
arrows  swept  after  him,  and  he  stag¬ 
gered,  lurched  heavily,  and  dropp^  to 
the  ground.  Before  he  could  rise  a 


redskin  sprang  out  of  the  bush  and  dealt 
him  a  fatal  blow  with  his  tomahawk. 
Then  the  rest  of  the  Comanches,  coming 
up,  discovered  that  the  victim  was  not 
one  of  the  fugitives,  as  they  had  all 
imagined. 

The  features  of  the  redskin  who  had 
killed  Slug  Seven  were  suddenly  exposed 
to  the  anxious  fugitives  in  the  tree.  He 
was  Flying  Foot !  He  spoke  a  few  words 
which  appeared  to  have  a  magical  effect 
on  the  braves,  who  seized  the  body  of 
the  trapper  and  dragged  it  into  the 
bush.  Their  shouts  presently  grew 

fainter  and  fainter. 

Buffalo  Bill  learned  from  Black  Flick 
'that  Flying  Foot  and  Slug  Seven  had 
followed  his  trail  from  the  burned 
ranch.  Doubtless  the  ^  chief  ^  of  the 
Comanches  had  long  bided  his  oppor¬ 
tunity  to  remove  Slug  Seven  from  his 
path,  and  he  embraced  it  when  he  heard 
that  the  trapper’s  powerful  friend,  the 
medicine-man,  was  slain. 

Flying  Foot  was  now  the  supreme 
head  of  the  Comanche  nation. 

Under  cover  of  darkness  the  little 
party  escaped,  and,  after  enduring  a 
week  of  ceaseless  anxiety,  safely  reached 
Neil’s  Ranch. 

Buffalo  Bill  was  of  course  acclaimed 
the  hero  of  the  day  by  Lucy’s  grateful 
parents,  as  well  as  by  the  admiring  cow¬ 
boys  belonging  to  the  Neil  outfit. 

THE  END.’ 

_ i _ 
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Two  other  numbers  of  the  Buffalo 
Bill  Libbary  are  on  sale  with  this 

book : 

397.  Chief  of  the  Cheyennes 

398.  The  Young  Pioneers 
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chums  and  send  us  their  names  and 
addresses  with  your  own.  Put 
No.  66  after  your  name  for 
reference.  WTite  to-dav. 


Grand 
£250  Prize 

Campetition 

This  Competi¬ 
tion  brings  golden 
opportunities  to 
brainy  inventive 
boys.  Write  us 
for  full  particulars 
or  ask  your  dealer 
for  au  entry 
form. 

Meccano  Ltd 
BInns  Road 
Liverpool 


Outfits  from 


5/-  to 


370/ 


A 

iro7'/.in^ 
Model  of 
a  Revolv¬ 
ing  Crane 
built  u'ith 
Meccano. 
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